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l. Fight fire with fire! 


Author's Notes: 
| had to bend reality and place Iron Maiden and Metallica on same time line. Then | had to replace Dave Murray 
with OFC. 


l. Fight fire with fire! 
1988.. the beginning. 
(Angel's POV) 


| heard myself saying, but | couldn't believe it, felt like it was someone else saying it through me. | just couldn't 


believe what I'd said. But no amount of denial and disbelieve could change what came out. | couldn't take it back, 


the whole room must've heard, I'd said it way louder than I'd planned. 


James heard it and turned around to face me, very slowly. In the background | saw Kirk looking at me with a 
mixture of disbelieve and surprise. | knew exactly what that look meant. You don't say stuff like that to James 
Hetfield, you don't talk back to him, not in a tone like you mean it anyway, and most certainly, don't tell him to 
shut the fuck up. 

But | just did, and | wasn't kidding. 


We were known as Iron Maiden, Europe was our playground. We toured in America once and it was.. well, it was 
different. Maybe the part of it was that | hated the band who we toured with. Bon fucking Jovi. | hated their 
songs, their lyrics, | hated their jokes and hints, and their clear advances. | guess they weren't used to hear 
'no' from a girl. And in return to my never ending ‘not even in your dreams,’ ‘in the evening of neverday,' ‘in 
not going the happen year, they gave my second nick name, Ice Queen. Fits perfectly with the first one Hell 
Angel. So, due to that daily irritation, the tour in America wasn't something | wanted to remember. Plus... it 


was blackened by loss. 


That was the year, we lost Barry, our drummer. Funny how irritation can push you to make one stupid, drunk 
mistake. You don't ever think that your action would harm anyone.. you never think that. But that mistake lead 
to a broken heart of a good friend, lead him to drugs and finally, the overdose. And it left me forever with a 
strong believe that it was my fault. Considering my deed in the long past, this was another ticket to Hell. 


In the past few years it dwell on me, we got a new drummer and avoided to talk about Barry, but it was 
always there.. in my mind, pulling me down. A Monsters of Rock Fest was much needed change. And that is 
when | saw Metallica, | saw him.. It was a love at first riff. | didn't even know how it happened. He came out on 
stage, hammering rhythm flew from under his fingers right into my heart. And that was it.. he won my heart 
without even knowing it. But we never saw each other between gigs, we weren't the part of the same 
hangouts and the Fest was over before | could realize that he had left London. 


When we got the call from Peter Harper that they, Metallica, wanted us to tour with them, | was ecstatic. But 
four weeks into the tour it didn't seem so great anymore. Hot boy with sweet smile from eighty-six changed 
into steaming hot bad-ass rocker, and when at very first meeting he barely looked my way, | lost my hope. 
Later | find out, that asking us for the tour was all Lars' idea and James didn't agree at all, he really wanted 
another band, but he got us and he'd been making it very clear that he wasn't happy with the circumstances. 


The other guys were great, especially Jason, he really liked our new album. But | don't think that any of us had 
a real conversation with James, and since he often looked at us with a look that screamed “don't even fucking 


try" | think he preferred to keep it that way. | guess he was used to getting exactly what he wanted. Most of 


the time he was ignoring us completely, either too occupied with the handful of barely dressed, giggling blondes 
that often surrounded him, or just too drunk. 
| tried to build a wall, tried to control my feelings, telling myself to snap out of it, that I'm not his type, but 


none of it was working. And all that frustration finally came out in my outburst. 


"What did you just say?" 


James' voice snapped me back to reality. It must've been the first time that he'd directly spoken to me. 
Suddenly | noticed that it was silent, somebody turned the music off and everybody stopped talking, | felt the 


whole room looking at us. But at this point | didn't care anymore, | was too fired up. 


“Turn it down" | looked him straight in the eyes. There was no turning back now. | was burning all bridges. If 


before he just ignored me, now he will hate me. 


"What the fuck? Turn what down?" His face was now a lot closer to mine and his eyes seemed a lot darker 
than | remembered them being. | took a deep breath. 


"Your fucking ego! You're not on stage holding a guitar, there isn't a crowd of twenty thousand people 
worshiping the ground you walk on and there aren't a bunch of girls ready to drop on their knees and suck 


your dick! No need for the fucking attitude!" 


Again, it felt like some sort of outer body experience. But it had to be said. The adrenaline was rushing but | 
felt strangely calm, and | like to think | sounded calm too. 

James looked at me surprised, but mostly angry, very, very angry. Wait, was he going to hit me? That 
thought suddenly occurred to me. In the background | saw Lars crossing his arms over his chest, looking highly 


amused. 


"You might be a rockstar but you're also a fucking asshole, Hetfield. | just thought it was about time someone 
told you that." | heard my low voice. 


Now he was definitely going to hit me. But nothing happened, at least for a while. James just stared at me, the 
whole room stared at me, they must've thought I'd lost my mind and maybe they were right. 


What should | do now? | clearly didn't think this part over before | started my rant. All | wanted right now, 


was go to my hotel room and crawl under the bed sheets, but somehow turning my back to James didn't 
seem like the smartest thing to do. The moment seemed to drag on forever, and | hoped something would 


happen soon before my embarrassment take the place of adrenaline rash. 


Suddenly James moved his arm, ready to take a swing at me, | was sure. And | looked him straight in the eyes, 
not moving. But a loud noise made me almost jump in the air. | realized the bottle of beer he'd been holding in 


his hand had shattered against the wall behind me. | really hope nobody was standing there. 


Then he turned and stormed off, slamming the door shut behind him with a bang that shook the entire room. 
Everyone was still staring at me, | needed to get out, | needed fresh air. | turned around, barely moving my, 


seems to be bolted to the floor legs, leaving hotel conference room. 


| press my back to the closed door and look to the direction of my room. If James had gone right to his room.. 
My room is in the same direction as his, so | have to pass by it on the way to mine.. Fucking great.. | started 
my walk down the poorly lit hallway, noticing that the door to James’ room was open. | passed it, and was 
about to breathe out in relieve, when a strong hand landed on my shoulder. My heart jumped into my throat, 


as | turned to see James’ face right in front of me. 


ll. Brake Me, Shake Me. 


ll. Brake Me, Shake Me. 


(James' POV) 


She was amazing, Hell Angel, Ice Queen, lead guitarist of Iron Maiden. Her guitar playing was fast, furious, and 
absolutely perfect, with my trained ear | couldn't catch any false notes. She was a Goddess, beautiful, smart, 
and soo out of my league.. I'd heard rumors of countless guys who'd asked her out and were rejected. From 
the very first time | saw her on stage at the Monsters of Rock Fest, playing that damn guitar with such 
perfection, all fired up, looking unbelievably sexy.. | knew it right then and there. it was more then just‘ like 
that girl it was stronger, it was overpowering.. | wanted to hangout with her, maybe even get drunk/brave 
enough to ask her out.. and | was planning too. until | overheard Sambora's jokes about Hell Angel's army of 


heartbroken losers. 


The Fest was over and we went back to US, but | couldn't stop thinking about her. She was always on my mind, 
in my heart and | fantasized about her often, more often then | cared to admit even to myself. In time | knew 
it was more than a lust, more than a crush, more than wishful thinking.. it was love, the feeling | was always 

afraid of.. I'd never felt anything like it. | would've done anything to have her, more so, | would've done anything 


for her to love me.. anything.. 


When Lars mentioned asking Iron Maiden to tour with us, | freaked out, | couldn't even think about it! She would 
be near me and yet so far, | would have to deal with my feelings, and that was too much for me to handle. 
But other guys loved that idea, and it happened. Throwing a fit about it would've made them dig in as of why, 
so | let them have it and just closed up. She was here, so down to Earth, talking, smiling, so close, so perfect, 


so near.. but just like a year ago, all | could have were my fantasies... 


| did everything | could to avoid any of them reading my feelings. Excessive drinking helped to numb my heart, 
and covered all escaped long looks as a drunk stare. | couldn't let her know, | didn't want her to laugh at me, 
and | did it, | made her hate me. She called me an asshole and she was right. That what | was going for. | was 


rather be an asshole in her eyes, then love stricken puppy in the army of rejects. 


Her eyes just about burn me to a crisp, pulling me back to reality. She didn't look away, she didn't blink, staring 
right back at me. And then.. just for a split second | saw something in her eyes, something that was 
contradicting her words, but it quickly drowned in the stormy ocean of her anger. 


My mind spun with jumping thoughts, heart jitter in my chest. What was it? Could it be possible | misread 
her? Did she.. liked me from beginning and | was too busy drinking to see it? | needed to know, but the moment 
was all wrong, the whole room was staring at us. What should | do now? | didn't wanted to escalate this... | 
didn't wanted to turn this into a fight, not after | what | saw in her eyes gave me a fade hope. | needed to 
know.. | needed to talk to her, unless it's too late.. What if it is too late? Fuck.. Good job Hetfield. 


| stood there in front of her, gazing into her eyes, wishing for that little something emerge again. She was so 
close, face flushed, her normally green eyes darkened to a stormy ocean, her full lips parted. My mind 
surfaced my fantasies, her just like this, all fired up in my arms.. her lips reaching for mine.. hands wrapped 
around me, urging closer.. | couldn't help but think of how good she would look during sex and my pants felt 
tight. All | wanted at this moment was to step closer and.. 


Her eyes darkened even more, turning cold My mind pounded: Too late.. | ruined all chances with her.. Fuckl! 
The beer bottle became the first victim of my frustration, hands tightened into fists, as my suddenly heavy 


legs carried me our of the room. The door took the rest of my anger. Fuck! 


In a few fast steps | reached my room, not knowing what to do next. | rubbed my face with my hands, 
dropping onto the edge of the bed. What now? Had | ruined it all? The thought that she would have to pass by 
my room to get to hers made my mind let go of self-pity, offering the only way out. Talk to her.. right now, 


right here, once and for all. 


| got up, waiting for her to walk by, trying to come up with what | was going to say to her, but mind decided 
to freak out, repeating ‘too late.. too late... | shook my head, chasing weak thought away. Be a man Hetfield! 
Fuck, just tell her! It couldn't get any worse than it already is, so just tell her! But what if she. laughs at me? 


My heart jumped when | heard door open and close. Hot flush squeezed my blood up, making it pound in my 
temples. Her figure appeared in the doorway and my mind shouted: ‘No, don't! but heart took over screaming: 


‘Act fast! Now or never! 


| reached out, putting my hand on her shoulder and almost immediately let go. A strong charge hit my arm 
and pierced my body, hitting me right in the heart. It felt is if | touched the lightning itself. Angel snapped her 


head around to face me and there it was in her amazing sea green eyes. It was anything but hate. 


My mind short circuited, wanting only one thing. Pull her in my arms and never let go. Blood boiled with 
unstoppable urge and | lost my head, pulling her into my room. | shut the door and pushed Angel to the wall. 


"Do you think, you can talk to me like that and get away with it?" | heard myself growl. God, | am an asshole.. 
what the fuck am | saying? 


| was angry and you were a dick" Her eyes smiled, challenging, but not disapproving. 


| pressed my body into her's, pushing her arms up and holding them pinned. She didn't fought to pull away, 
looking straight into my eyes. Another growl escaped my chest. 


"You can't speak to me like that." Here we go again, playing the alpha dog.. Fuck, why can't | just tell her that | 
love her? What the fuck is wrong with me? 


| could feel her breath on my skin, her hot body pulsated with a fast heart beats under my weight and | 


almost moaned, dying to taste those lips, just inches away from mine. 


"You need a lesson in some manners.. how to speak properly." | pushed out another growl, gathering all my 
strength to hold back my urges, but the binds shattered in pieces when her lips smiled. 


‘O'relly? And you're going to teach me?" She looked right into my eyes, tilting her chin up. 


Her eyes darkened, pupils slightly moved, dilating and when | knew.. | read it loud and clear: she'd read my 
thoughts, my desire and she's accepting it. That realization drew air out of my lungs, pushing my mind into 
fire of need. Her face moved an inch closer and | lost it, devouring her lips. My tongue possessively entered 


her mouth and a wave of heat spread inside of me, melting my core. 


Her hands urged me closer, making me shiver, her knee pulled up traveling on the side on my hip and heart 
jumped with victory: She wants me! Oh yes! 


"How bad do you want me?" | pushed hoarse words out, trying to control my breathing. 
"Not as bad as you want me." She sounded calm, but her eyes couldn't hide the fire that was burning inside of 


her. 


So, she wants to play tough, huh? My lips moved into a catty half smile. 


Let's dance.. 


"I can fix that." | breathed in the smell of her hair and ran my lips to her neck, kissing, sucking her skin. God I'd 
wanted to do that for so long! My body betrayed me as | heard myself moan against her neck My hands 
started battling against the buttons of her shirt. 


Who the fuck makes such small buttons? 


It was taking forever and | couldn't wait a second longer. | pulled and heard fabric ripping, but she didn't seem 
to care, too busy pushing my shirt up. | yanked the thing off and got her shirt off in one movement, her bra 
went next and | gasped when her breasts brushed over my bare chest. | growl at the back of my throat and 
picked her up, quickly moving to the bed. 


| got on top of her, kissing her breasts, pushing her arms up and not letting her to reach me, she tried to 
fighting back, but | was stronger. She was wearing only jeans and scarf around her neck. | pulled her scarf and 
wrapped around her wrists, tying them to the headboard. | needed control to play the game, | couldn't let her 
touch me feeling that | would lose it. | needed to drive her feral first. 


"James, what are you doing?" 


| want you to need me as bad as | do." 


"| do! Can't you feel that?" 


My lips closed on her nipple and | felt another shock riding through my body as she curl her back, pushing 
herself up into me. My hands were unzipping her jeans as | traced slow kisses down to her stomach, pulling 
her pants off. 


| stood up on the bed and slowly pulled my pants down letting her watch me, then slowly got back on top of 
her and ran my tongue from her lips down her neck to breasts, sucking on each nipple before pulling away 
while she moaned and bent, trying to reach my skin 


"Mnnh... James... please." 


"Not yet." 


| pulled back, admiring the amazing sight in front of me. Her long dark hair spread across the covers, deep 


green eyes shinning with lust, calling me.. pulling me in... so beautiful. 


| stood on my knees at the level of her chest, with my thighs by her sides stroking my cock slowly, watching 
her trying to reach for for it with her lips. | hold it closer but just out of reach, enjoying my teasing game. It 
was driving me insane, | wanted her now! Right now! Or | will lose my mind. But | had to play it out to the end. 


"Stop teasing me." She moaned, arching under me and her hardened nipple draw line of fire on my leg, turning 
my blood into liquid fire. | shivered and released a low growl. Fuck.. | have to.. take control.. shit.. she's driving 
me crazy! | had to move back, returning to slow bites on her neck, chest, perfect tits, making her moaned and 


shiver under me. | got hold of her breasts and pulled lightly on both nipples, bringing a loud growl from her. 


"James... | want you... 


| smiled, sliding her panties off and nestling between her legs. My lips returned to her body, kissing their way 
up to her neck, my hand gripped engorged hardness, teasing her entrance with the tip. | just wanted slam into 


her, but.. | had to finish this game, | can't lose.. fuck... 


"James... | want you! Untie me... untie me right now.." She shuddered under me, pulling on the tie. Her feverish 
words didn't help, making me jerk forward and | had to clench my teeth to stop my shivering with need body. 
She moaned and raised her pelvis up almost making lose my battle. Not yet.. not just yet.. Her chest heaved, 


releasing a moan of frustration, eyes peered into mine, ordering, needing, craving. 


If only she knew how hard | was fighting with my own body, ready to obey, ready to drive in, take her, make 


her mine, but the game was on and | needed to win it. 


"Not yet." | whisper, feeling back in control.. for the moment. 


‘James l'm not joking.. you have all the control... | can't... | want youl" Her eyes were burning with flames of 


desire, body shivering with urge. 


| want you to beg, beg me to fuck you." | traced a few bites down to her breasts. 


"You first." She moaned back, arching her back. "I know you want me as bad as | do." 


| placed a finger on her lips and she immediately got hold of it sucking it in her mouth. | grunt, closing my eyes 
and feeling her tongue moving up and down my finger. Mind brought fantasy of her lips on my cock | felt 
myself jerk, pushing forward and she raised to meet my flesh. Oh.fuck.. That was too much to handle, | couldn't 


wait any longer. 


| ram inside of her and felt her take me in, moving her hips and pushing me deeper. My bewitched mind wasn't 
in control anymore.. drowned completely in burning pleasure.. | pulled out only to drive harder and deeper in. 
She moaned my name and | felt heat rising in me with a strong wave. | bit my lip, trying to control my body 
and pulled back once again, she arched and | heard wood of the headboard cracking, following her frustrated 


moan. 


"James! Stop teasing me!" 


| looked up and saw her hands with tight closed fists, turning white as she pulled harder on the scarf. 


| pulled on the scarf ends letting her hands free and kissing bright red marks on her wrists. Fuck.. Hetfield you 


are a son of a bitch. 


"I'm so sorry... 


She pulled her hands out of mine and wrapped them around my neck. 


"You'll pay for it later." She pulled me into a kiss, her hands ran over my back, sending waves of heat through 
my body. Her fingers drew through my hair, gripping it tight, roughly pulling me closer, her lips became more 
demanding. He other hand reached to my dick, thumb circled on the tip, fingers slid to the base, stroking. My 


body shuddered under her touch, needing more. 


"Fuck me.. please fuck me.." | heard myself moaning into her mouth. 


She pulled back and her face lit up with a devilish smile of victory. Wait.. what did | just..? Oh.. fuck.. 


The next thing | knew | was pushed on my back. Her lips moved on my body, kisses followed bites, making me 
shiver and moan. She mounted me, grasping my hardness and pressed it to her groin, stroking it slowly, clearly 
enjoying her time of control. | pulled on her hips, urging her closer and she raised up and guided my flesh in, 
pushing down. Her body slid all the way to the base and pulled up, riding my cock, her tits bounced with 


movements, making me moan and grip harder to her hips. 


Our movements became faster as we both were drawing closer to our peak, she bent her head back, arching 


with a moan. 


"Uh... James.. James.. baby.. oh fuck." | felt her clenched around my cock, and pushed up with force, chased by 


my own tidal wave of ecstasy. 


"Angel... fuck." 


| kept coming, convulsing under her and when my body had finally stopped, | felt drained, powerless... and 
craving more. She collapsed on top of me, breathing fast and | pressed her close to me. 


"Where have you been all my life?" | felt my heart melting in the mesmerizing ocean of her eyes. 


| was here.. but you were ignoring me." She smiled. 


"| wasn't ignoring you.. | was.. | was avoiding you." | breathed out and her smile vanished off her face. Her eyes 


let go of mine, body pulled away, sitting up. 


Oh... right.. avoiding.. but | thought." Her eyes came back to mine, searching, then moved away. "I was wrong.. 


That's okay James.. just.. pretend this never happened... you won.. you taught me a lesson.. now you can go 


back to avoiding me.. | promise not to bother you ever.." She moved to edge of the bed, and my hazed mind 
finally got the meaning of her words. | grabbed her arm pulling her back to me and grasped her face with my 
hands, looking into her eyes and for the first time in my life | let my heart speak. 


‘lm in love with you.. and | was afraid.. that you'd reject me." | pulled her under me, kissing her face. She bit 


my lip, pushing me off and mounting me with laughter. 


"You? You were afraid?" 


"Are you laughing at me?" | tried to get up, but she pushed me down, lowering herself to me and lovingly 


move her fingers on my face, her eyes peered into mine. 
g Y yes pP 


"No... lm laughing at us.. because we're the same.. you know.. | thought l'm not your type.. | saw you with 


blondes all the time.. | was fighting my heart.. tried to control it." 


"Not my type?" | gripped her shoulders, pulling her up. "Baby, | drooled over you since Monsters of Rock! | 


thought you were so out of my league.. | never even dared to try." 


"You mean, we could've been doing this all this time?" Her eyes mischievously widened as she rocked her hips 


on top of me. 


"Well. give me a few minutes and we can catch up on that." | smiled, pulling her to my lips. 

The night went on, changing screams of passion with talks and when the rising sun lit the room in soft glow, 
we finally fell asleep in each others arms. The last thing | heard was my heart whispering soothing ‘I'm 
complete. That emptiness that was always part of me is gone. She is the part of me, the part | was missing: 


ll. Somewhere in time... 


Ill. Somewhere in time.. 


(James' POV) 


| was standing in the middle of a battlefield, holding my sword in tightly clenched fist. Thick blood was dripping 
slowly from the tip of the blade, heavily dropping into the dirt. The air was filled with the sounds of metal 

against metal and screams of death, enemies were all around us. | turned my head to the left and saw Angel, 
but | knew in this world her name was Helen.. my Helen, she swung her sword sending Roman soldiers in front 


of her to the ground. Memories were returning to me slowly. 


We were fighting the Greek army, who had burned down our village, pushing us into the desert. Helen was my 
wife, we were two different clans before we got together, fighting with each other for the land, until | met 
her.. the Amazon Queen. | smiled remembering the past. Our group was twice of the size of her small party 
and we pinned them into a bottle neck between the mountains, with no way out. But despite our advantage she 


was fearless. 


| couldn't help but admire her fire and her sword skills during the fight. She turned as | was advancing on her, 
but when | was at the strike distance, one of her warriors pulled her to the horse, giving her chance to 
escape. As she jumped into the saddle, she turned and looked straight into my eyes. That gaze made me 
freeze, lowering my weapon. She smiled, hitting the sides of her horse and it jumped into a gallop, carrying her 
in safety. Later on, | couldn't put that image out of my head. That smile, that victorious look even as she was 
retrieving, it hunted me. | knew | had to make her mine. 


The Amazons were choosing their husbands in battle, and there was no other way. | needed a plan and | needed 


an allay. 


| found out that my right hand, had been secretly seeing one of the girls from neighboring camp, and she was 
willing to help. | also found out that many of my guys were ready to stop pointless fighting and settle down, 
same attitude was roaming at the Amazon's camp. We came up with a plan, a dangerous one, but if it worked.. 


Helen got her position as a Queen not by the birth right, she got it by her fighting skills. | knew that my life in 
very real danger, but | was willing to risk it for woman like her. The battle was raging on, Amazons were 


‘falling’ one by one at the hands of my warriors, and Helen couldn't believe how fast my army got the upper 


hand. 


She lost her her concentration, when she saw her best friend fall, and | swiftly moved in, taking my chance. 
Our swords came together with such great force that the steel gave in and her weapon shattered, raining 


pieces to the ground. She fell to her knees and | placed my sword to her throat. 


'| beat you in battle, Queen Helen. You belong to me now!" 

She looked back at me with pride in her burning eyes, her chin up, she looked anything but defeated. 
"By the will of Gods, my body belongs to you.. but you'll never get my heart” 

‘Helen. | love youl" | dropped my sword and lowered myself to my knees in front of her. 

"You and your army killed my friends you think after that | could ever love you?" 

"You are wrong.. no one died today" 


She looked into my eyes and turned, scanning the field, realizing that it was too quiet. Her amazons were 


standing up, by the side of chosen in battle warriors. 

"What is this? How? | don't understand.. | saw them fall." 

"My Queen, please forgive us.. we found love and we knew that you would never go against the rules.. you liked 
him, but you'd never admit it.. never abandon Amazon ways.. so we staged this battle.. please forgive us." 
Helen's next in command stepped forward. The Queen nod at her and turned back to me. 

"You was the only one risking your life? You.. you did that for me?" 

"And | would do it again in a heart beat..." 

"Thank you." She smiled at me and pulled me to her lips. 


Two years had passed in absolute happiness but the new Greek kingdom was expanding its grounds and we 
were next. The battle was brutal and bloody with our numbers quickly melting, but the enemy solders were 


tired in their heavy armor. We had a chance. 


| saw Helen get pushed by four soldiers and rushed to help her, but she killed two of them before | got to her. 


We stood together, swinging our swords left and right and a few minutes later we were free. 

We looked around, finding that no one else was left standing. She wrapped her arms around my neck and looked 
into my eyes, suddenly her eyes widened and she pushed me aside. | saw an arrow in slow motion piercing her 
chest. She looked down with surprise and fell into my arms. 


"No! Helen, Gods no.. please.. don't leave me! Why?" 


"| couldn't let them kill you.” 


"Helen.. | can't live without you!" 


"The clan is alive, as long as the King is still standing.. I'll wait for you to grow old and then we will meet again.. 


in next life, if we can find each other.. now go.. don't let it be a waste." 

"| promise I'll find you! | give you my word!" 

Her eyes fell still and she lay dead in my arms. | felt as if my heart died with my love. | dropped down to my 
knees, pressing her listless body to me and cried out my pain 

My eyes scanned the field and saw another wave of Greeks coming from over the hills. | picked up my sword 
and walked toward them shaking with anger. | wanted to kill them all, | was hoping one of them would kill me, 
but my body was trained from multiple battles and was acting without my mind. | was too good at killing. My 
sword was slamming into their bodies, left.. right.. swing and cut.. | didn't feel tired, | didn't feel anything. 
When my body had finally stopped | was standing alone. | raised my sword to the sky. 

"Aries! | was born a warrior, let me die like one!" 

The hot wind of dessert was an answer, the battlefield was motionless. 


"Is there no one else?" | looked around, hopping to see someone moving, but the field was dead. 


"Is there no one else?" | screamed again, feeling sharp pain of emptiness in my chest, like someone had 


removed my heart and this feeling was so strong, it was suffocating me. | dropped to my knees. 


"Gods! Let me die! Without my love I'm nothing, just a mindless killing machine... | can't live like that.. please. 
Does anyone left to give me honorable death in the battle?" 


Dead silence was an answer. 


Alive, but dead inside. | grasped at the dirt with my hands and felt a sharp pain in the palm. A small scorpion 
fell out of my open hand. 


"Thank you, Gods... 


| tried to get up, but the poison quickly rushed through my body, clouding my mind and | reached to the 
distance, stretching my hand to Helen's body. 


‘lm coming my queen.. wait for me." And the world went black 


"James! Wake up! James!" Someone shook me by my shoulder and | opened my eyes. 


"Are you okay? Did you have a nightmare? You were talking and screaming.. | woke you up, you okay?" Helen's 
face was above me, looking worried. | gasped, smiling. 


| found you.. Helen." 


"What did you call me?" She looked at me with wide eyes. | finally shook the last traces of the dream away, 
waking up fully. 


"You were in my dream and your name was Helen..." 
She looked surprised. 


"My name is Helen... no one's called me that since my mother called me Hell Angel, after | painted our dog blue.. 
she meant to say my full name but got so upset that it came out as Hell Angel.. as Helen Angel." 


| love you Helen Angel, my Hell Angell Stay with me." 

"Tonight? | am." She snuggle to me, lowering her head to my chest: 

"Tonight, tomorrow, forever.." | pressed her to me and stroked her hair. "Promise that you'll never leave me.." 
"Are you sure you can handle me?" | felt her smile against my skin. 


"James..tell me about your dream." 


N. This Love. 


IV. This Love. 

(Angel's POV) 

My hand tangled in the covers and | tried to pull it out, finally waking up fully. 

"Morning, my Queen" James was standing in the doorway, wearing jeans and holding a cup in his hand. 
"Morning, my King." | smiled back at him, feeling warmth of happiness tingling through my body. 

"We have about an half an hour, before check out" 


"Half an hour? Oh shit!! | have to get to my room!" | jumped up, looking for my clothes in disarray all over the 
room. James followed my gaze and laughed. 


"Here, drink this and I'll help you find your panties.. and everything else... 


| took the coffee from his hands and took a sip, watching him pick up my jeans from the floor. At that 
moment someone knocked at the door and Kirk's worried voice yelled from the other side. 


‘James! | have to talk to you! Come on, open up!" 


| grabbed my jeans, picked up my panties, James's shirt and darted into the bathroom, flashing to James a 


wicked smile. 
"Hey Hamster, where's the fire?" | heard the door opening, trying to listen and dress at same time. 


"You're in a good mood.. but | brought bad news.." Kirk's voice sounded closer. 


"What is it Kirk?" 


"Well... Angel is missing.. we looked everywhere.. guys went to her room this morning, she wasn't answering and 
they tried to knock and call her.. there was no answer.. so they finally asked the manager to open the door.. it 
looked like she never got to her room last night.. no one had seen her.. we don't know what to do. we're all 


there in her room, waiting.. but it's time to check out and get to the airport." 


Oh... shit.. they're all in my room! | finally got my clothes on, James’ shirt was way too big and kept falling off 
my shoulder. | opened the door and saw Kirk sitting on the chair, he looked at me and jumped up. 


"Angell You're okay! Thank Godl.. Wait, why are you here? and why are you wearing James’ shirt?" James 


pulled me to him, wrapping his arm around me and | hid my face in his chest. 


"You guys." Kirk looked at us with shock on his face. "You're..you two.. Oh.. My..fucking... God!" 


James took my hands in his and smiled. "You think others will have the same reaction?" 


"My brother would flip for sure." | giggled and Kirk dropped back into his seat. 
"Well, that's.. unbelievable! | thought you hated each other, you know.. yesterday.. all that.. | was sure." 


| noticed that Kirk was sitting on my shirt, well, what was left of it and shivered remembering last night. 


James felt it and pulled me closer. 


"| guess we have to go and face the music.. tell them what happened, before they start a national search." 
Knowing my brother, he was our singer, he'd probably already started one. 


"You're going to wear James’ shirt?" Kirk curled his eyebrow. 


"I know it's big.. but | don't have much of the choice.. my shirt.. well.. you're sitting on it" 
Kirk took the ripped top in his hands and giggled. 


"Fuck James.. you know it has buttons? " 
"It was taking too long.."James cackled. 
As we walked to my room, James kept his arm on my waist, making me grin in happiness. We reached the door 


and Kirk turned to us with a wicked smile. He open the door and | heard my brother's voice. 


‘So? What'd Hetfield say? Will he agree to postpone the plane till we find her?" 


"| have better news." Kirk smiled. "| found her.. them.." 


He stepped aside, letting me and James into the room. Everyone was there, Metallica and Iron Maiden members 


and all of them turned, looking at us. 


"Angel? What is this? Where were you?" My brother's voice was low and angry, his eyes slid to James’ hand 


on my waist. "Why is Hetfield hugging you? What the fuck?" 


Here we go.. my dear brother in protective mode. | put my hand on top of James’ and saw my brother's eyes 


widen, drifting back to my face. 
"Bruce.. | was with James and we..talked..and.." | took a deep breath. "We're.. we're together." 


Lars broke out in laughter. "I knew it! | focking knew it! | saw the way James looked at you and | knew he's 
focking fell head over hills!" 


Steve stood up. “Yeah... | thought that was the reason for all that tension between you two. I'm glad you guys 
finally got it out in the open! Congratulations!" 


James turned to me and brushed hair from my face, looking into my eyes. "We are in love, together.. so you 
all have to deal with that, no more fucking questions.” 


| wrapped my arms around his neck and he smiled, pressing me closer. 


V. Nye Got The Fire! 


V. Ie Got The Fire! 
(Angel's POV) 


The fact that James and | were together seemed to bring everyone closer. And we all felt sorry that the tour 
was almost over. We took a little detour to Sturgis, a bikers rally festival invited among many other bands for 


the 50th anniversary show. 


The gig was on, we were following another band, and the crowd was wild, pumped up, loud and absolutely crazy! 


This was a biker's fest so we had a special surprise for them, a new song with a quest of honor on the stage. 


| had never dress too sexy for shows, but today, at the beginning of the third song | cut my hand while 
playing, the blood was making my hand slippery, | wiped it on my white shirt, since there was nothing else to 
use and leather pants were no help. In between songs | had to take my blood stained shirt off, revealing a 
short black top that | wore underneath. 


Metallica had gone on earlier and James had time to change his clothes. Now he was wearing a sleeveless black 
tee and very tight jeans and was standing on the side of the stage, back to the wall, legs crossed at the ankles, 
and thumbs tucked into his pockets, leaving hands to outline his package. He wore a wicked smile to top it all 


off. 


| felt hot just looking at him and he knew he was driving me crazy. Since we'd gotten together, we hardly spent 
any time apart and could never get enough of each other. One look, one touch, could send us looking for place 


to be alone. He opened the Pandora's Box in me, | never knew | had. 


How am | supposed to concentrate on the music when he's teasing me like that??? Dammitlll Fine, | can do it 
too! I'm in a playful mood.. Let see if you can handle this. 

| dropped on my knees as the solo started, slowly bending back with my head almost touching the floor, and 
arched my pelvis, pushing my guitar up. He stopped smiling and stepped forward, biting his lip. 


Hehehe.. I've got you now! 


To make matters worst, and push my teasing in full throttle, in the small break between songs | ran up to him 
and give him a quick but tempting kiss. He gasped, moaning into my mouth, when my hand lightly rub on his 
groin, and pulled me closer. His flesh answered to my caress, slightly moving under my fingers, growing. 
Satisfied with my game, | pushed away and ran back to the stage with an evil smile and he almost followed me, 


but stopped after a few steps. 


That's right James! You can't get to me, doesn't matter how much you want to. | childishly stuck my tongue 
at him and he shook his head, smiling. 


The last song started, the one I'd written especially for this gig, and we planned to have a Harley come out on 
stage. | looked back to see what side | needed to move to and saw James sitting on the bike. 


What the fuck? It was supposed to be one of the roadies.. He saw my surprised look, smirked at me and 
started the engine. | had no choice by move aside to let him drive onto the stage. The fans went wild, roaring 
at the sight of their beloved iron beast. A hot man on a hot bike brought ecstatic screams from the women 


in the crowd and few more bras landed on the stage. 


The part of the song with bike/quitar duet was coming and | stepped closer to James. He turned the handle 
and the loud growl of the engine blasted through the speakers. | answered with my guitar, in a matching tone, 
bending in front of him. 


He gave a second engine roar, and | answered again, then a third and last one. | stepped closer, playing my part 
and swiped my elbow on James’ arm. He reached and got hold of my waist, pulling me to him. | lowered my 
face close to his and when he was ready for a kiss | stepped back, bursting into a solo under the loud cheers 


of the fans. 


He tipped his head, squinting his eyes at me and bit into his lower lip. That's right! You started it! Pay the 


price. 

After saying our thank yous and goodnights to the crowd, we stepped off the stage to let next band take over. 
| barely had time to hand my guitar to a tech and James pulled me to him tearing into my lips. His tongue was 
twisting with mine, letting me know just how much he wanted me. 

He slid his hands down my sides to my hips and | felt him pulsating against my groin. A lusty moan escaped 
from my throat, and | pressed closer, wrapping my leg around his hip. He sighed and moved his lips to my neck 
tracing his tongue on my skin 

"James... I'm all sweaty!" | whispered. 

"Mnmn.. taste good. salty." His voice sounded muffled against my neck. 

Steven walked by, laughing. "Fuck, guys! Get a room!" 

James pulled back, breathing out. "Great idea. | don't think | can wait..till we get to the hotel." 

"Me neither." My hands impatiently tag at his jeans as my lips returned to his. 

He pushed me through the first door he saw and we stumbled into the small room, still kissing and caressing 
each other's bodies, burning with desire. His hands were unzipping my pants while mine were off working on his. 


| pushed his shirt up and he let go of me for a second to rip it off. My top followed his shirt to the floor and 
we both sigh when our naked bodies touched. 


"Hm.. um.. guys." Someone's voice got through my clouded mind and | looked behind James’ back. Two roadies 


were standing there with very amused looks on their faces. 

"Everybody, get the fuck out!" James turned back with a growl. 

One of the guys quickly vanished behind the door while the second one tried to plead. 

"But we have to set the fireworks in a few minutes." 

James was pulling my pants down, pressing me onto a table as he snapped. "I said out! NOW!" 

| saw the second tech backing out and closing the door, just in time, as my hands were off sliding James' jeans. 
He got hold of my ass, turning my back to him and pushed me on the table. | felt his hands on my hips and 
granted, pushing back. 


"Oh..baby..now.." 


He didn't wait for his pants to fall lower and slammed into me with a growl. We were both too excited to last 


long. He was moving in me hard and fast, slamming into me with rough full length plunges. 

"James..harder..oh yes.. " | moaned and he gripped my hips harder, sliding me closer and hitting harder. Our 
breathing became heavier and our movements sped up. We were both at the verge of peak when the speaker 
on the table came alive with a voice. 

"Ready on three. One..two..threel Fire!" 

Someone behind the door screamed. "Push the red button on the left side of the table, NOW!" 

| reached and press my hand against something red on the left of me. That move shifted our bodies slightly 
and it was all we needed. Something blew up on the stage, and loud cheers from the crowd swallowed the 
screams of our simultaneous orgasms. 

He dropped his face against my back as | collapsed on the table. We tried to catch our breaths, as the stadium 
roared with the celebrations. A few minutes later James turned me to him, we looked at each other and burst 
out in laughter. 

"Finished with a bang!" 


We quickly got dressed and stepped out only to face a hand full of roadies, all smiling and clapping their hands. 


"Good job! | hope we didn't spoil anything... everything.. um.. went fine?" 


| hid my face in James neck and he cackled. 


"Couldn't have gone better!" 


VI. All | need is you. 


VI. All | need is you. 
(James' POV) 


| have never been so nervous in my life, not even before my first gig. Hands kept shaking, palms were wet, and 


| kept rubbing the sweat off on my pants, talking to myself out-loud. 
"Come on James, calm down! What the fuck?" 


We have been together for over a year now, and | knew that she loved me as much as | loved her, but this 


was big. | had been planning this for four months, | wanted it to be perfect. 


First | had to find the right person for the job, two right persons, and then just wait. The hardest part was 
waiting. And now.. this was it. Would she like it? | hoped that | knew her well enough. 


When she walked into the room, my heart started to beat fast somewhere in my throat, making me nervously 


swallow. Come down dammit! She looked at me, then at the big box with the red bow on the table and gasped. 
"What is this? Is this for me?" 


"Just a little present” My voice shook and | swallowed again Damn nerves! Thank God she didn't notice it, too 
preoccupied with the gift. 


"But Christmas is two months away!" She was walking around the table with a childish smile, sliding her hand 
along the box. 


"Go ahead and open it" | tucked my shaking hands into the back pockets of my jeans, feeling my palms moisten 


She looked at me, bit into her lip and pulled at the bow. My heart skipped, this is it, now there is no turning 


back. The box fell open revealing a guitar case. 
‘Oh my God!" She quickly opened it and her face lit up as she looked inside. 
"Oh..Wowll" 


The custom made Les Paul guitar had a black base with a volcano painted on it, flames and lava were spilling 


along the whole body. It looked very real, this guy had done a beautiful job. 


"You... | love you! This is amazing! And the art work is just unbelievable!” She turned to me with misty-eyes. 
"Thank you! This is the best present ever!" 


"Don't thank me yet, lets see if it sounds as good as it looks." Finally my voice sounded calmer, she liked it, so 
far so good. 


She pulled it out of the case very carefully, like it was fragile. 
"Oh God, look at the details!" She ran her fingers along the neck and | froze, holding my breath. 


Okay.. this is it.. will she see it? | hope she will, she has to. Her fingers reached the end of the guitar neck and 


she looked closer. 

‘Hey, there's still tape here on the top of it." 

My heart was racing, and | took a deep breath, trying to slow it down 

"Really? The artist must have missed it, just pull it off" | heard my voice trembling and swallowed 
She started pulling tape off and her eyes widened as she pulled guitar closer to her trying to read. 
"There's more under the tape... almost look like." 


| knew exactly what was there. On the top part of the neck it said ‘marry me' spelled in slightly distorted 


letters, made to look like lava spills. | nervously swallowed, puling ring out of my pocket and stepped closer. 
She sighed and | saw tears in her eyes as | stood in front of her on one knee. 

"| love you Angel." 

She tried to the fight tears and held her lips with her hand for a second, then pulled me up. 

"James." Her arms wrapped around my neck. "I love you too..and...Yes... | will marry you!" 

Her lips quivered against my skin as she traced kisses on my face. | slipped the ring onto her finger while 
taking her lips in mine. Hands intertwine, bodies came closer, kiss deepened. As we slowly parted our lips, she 
brought her hand up and looked at the ring. 

"You know me so well..." She smiled. "It's so beautifull So.. us. Did you get it specially made?" 


"| did." 


| had come up with the idea for the ring four long months ago. Two guitars, one shaped like hers and one like 


mine, crossed at the necks, with a diamond nestled between them, all in white gold. 


It took a month to find a jeweler who agreed to make it, and he took forever, but it was worth it. | knew that 


Angel wasn't a big fan of traditional jewelry, so a regular engagement ring was out of the question 


"Thank you...thank you for being you..thank you for loving me..this is so sweet..you are so sweet." She 


whispered into my ear. 

"Me? Sweet?.Noooo." | laughed. 

"No?" Her green eyes smiled at me. 

"Nope, I'm never sweet." 

She put her hand on my chest, slowly moving it down 

‘O'really?" | saw a familiar devilish sparkle in her eyes as she tugged at my shirt. 
"Well.| can fix that..let me just grab some..whip cream.. and chocolate.." 

| picked her up in my arms. "Angel, | have no idea what | did to deserve you.. 

She bit my lip whispering. "Mustve been something very good.or something very bad." 


My feet were already on their way to the bedroom.. 


VI. Down With The Sickness. 


VII. Down With The Sickness. 
(Angel's POV) 


| woke up in the rockstar morning, noonish. Another day of the tour, another country, another hotel room, 
same shit different day, same routine: get up, order coffee, shower and head for rehearsal. | stretched, hitting 


my hand on the night stand, and reached for the phone. 


"This is Angel from room 205. Can | get one coffee, black, please. Door will be open just leave it on the table... 
thank you." 


| sat up in bed and the room got darker for a second, everything slowly swimming in front of my eyes, sudden 
weakness made me feel nauseated. That's new... what the hell? That thought floated in my suddenly fogged 
mind, the room spun again, spluttering darkness with yellow dots and then everything went black. 


| opened my eyes and carefully looked around, same room, I'm still in the bed. What the fuck happened? | 
carefully listen to my body, noticing numbing lightheartedness with a hint of fading nausea. What the fuck? 


Well, let's try this again, slow this time. | put one leg on the floor, feels okay, | put the second leg down and 
slowly sat up, listening to my body.. feels okay. | stood up.. nothing. Maybe it was just lack of sleep and too 
much of the greasy food on the last flight. | slowly stood up and listed to my body again. My mind was back to 


normal morning lazy mode, nausea was gone, so | grabbed the bathrobe and dragged myself to the shower. 


Never in many years of touring had | ever woke up and passed out before. | did it a few times after heavy 
drinking, | had a few horrid mornings with a hell of the hungover, but to pas out? Never. And | didn't even 
drink last night! I'm not counting a few beers as a drink, and that was before the flight. We got off the plane 
and headed straight for the hotel, it was already 5 am, all | had was a coffee and some greasy shit on the 
flight... oh. and | couldn't help myself and got a few pieces of sushi at the airport.. shit. That must've been it. 


The warm shower made me feel much better, returning my body to a normal ‘| hate mornings’ state. All | 
needed now, was a good cup of coffee to fuel up and wash the grumpiness away. | walked to the table, smelled 


coffee and immediately ran back to the bathroom, bending over the toilet and puking my guts out. 


| washed my face, took a towel, and went back to the room drying my face. Shit! Fucking sushi! Or fucking what 
the hell ever it was! | came back and dropped on my bed, feeling weak, but as soon as the smell of coffee 


reached to my nostrils, my stomach turned, sending me running back to the restroom. 


| didn't plan to try it the third time. | covered my face with the towel and threw the coffee into the sink, then 
looked at myself in the mirror, bracing on the counter. What the fuck | supposed to do now? | will be a bitchy 
mess without coffee! Shit.. 


“Angell Wake up dammit!" | heard my brother letting himself in, and as soon as his figure appeared in the 


bathroom doorway, | growled. 

"I am fucking awake." 

He looked at me, then at the empty coffee cup in the sink. 

"Are you okay? You look like shit” 

"I feel like shit. | have some stomach problems, you were right, that sushi wasn't that fresh." 

| told you, but nooo, you had to have it! You want me to get you more coffee?" 

Coffee.. | felt another wave of nausea 

"Nope, even the smell of it makes me puke." 

"Are you sure you're okay? You know we can postpone the show, if you're sick." Bruce started, knowing what 
my answer would be. | never postponed the gig, never missed one and | would never let some fucking sushi 


stand on my way. 


"Get out so | can dress and I'll meet you downstairs." 


The show was on, we were on the seventh song from the set list and the audience was great! They were loud, 
singing along and the energy was amazing! We finished the song and | went backstage to change my guitar for 


the next song and maybe sit down for a few minutes during the drum solo. 


| grabbed a towel and bottle of water, and dropped on the speaker box, fanning myself with the towel. Why in 
the hell its so fucking hot in here? | picked my hair up and poured the water over my neck, shivering at the 
cold streams, that run on my skin. That's much better. Mike handed me another bottle, | took it and rinsed my 
mouth, spitting to the side. 


| was afraid to drink or eat all day today, fearing that sickness would return. | still felt weak, and hot, and 
sweating on stage at ninety-five degrees wasn't helping, but | wasn't about to try and see, afraid ending up 
puking on stage. No thank you. Few more songs and the show would be over, and then | could get some rest 


and hope I'll feel better tomorrow. 


| stood up, fixing my suddenly very heavy guitar on the way back to stage. My heart was beating fast, my 
mouth was dry, and the lights on stage were burning hot. A few more songs later | felt absolutely exhausted. 
But the last song was almost over, | had to do one last solo and then | could rest. My arms felt like they were 


made of lead, refusing to move fast and | pull all of my strength for the last notes. I'm not going to fuck up 
my play. Body can just suck it up and work! 


A few bright yellow dots jumped in front of me, covering my view of the guitar, sounds started to fade, | 
couldn't feel my legs, but it felt like | was moving. | was moving down.. My hands heavily slid on the strings, 
Steven's face came close, from the side. | saw his lips moved, but | couldn't hear anything, just a loud ringing in 


my ears. He dropped his bass and caught me as | was about to hit the floor. Everything varnished as if 
someone turn the master switch off. 


Bright lights were above me, | heard people talking, something cold landed on my face, someone was holding my 
arm down, and | felt painful pinching on the inside of the elbow. | tried to move away, but was too weak. Loud 


unfamiliar voice shouted right above me. 

"Pulse hundred fifty four, blood pressure eighty two over fifty one." 

Is she going to be okay?" Bruce shaking voice pulled my attention They talking about me? What the hell 
happened? | turned my head, looking around. There were a few guys in paramedic uniforms, my bandmates and 
techs, all standing around me. | lifted my head, pushing through the dry throat. 

"What happened?" 


"You passed out. How do you feel?" Steven stepped closer. 


Passed out? Shit.. what's wrong with me? 
"Did | fucked up the song?" 


My brother's pale face came closer. "Who the fuck cares! Why didn't you tell me you were that sick!" 
"Because | wasn't, | thought | just had a little stomach bug, | didn't think it was serious." 

| tried to sit up, but paramedic caught me, pushing me back down. 

"Miss, you are going to be okay." 

| tried to bend my arm, noticing a needle in it, that was hooked up with a tube to a bottle of some fluids. One 
of the paramedics was strapping a belt over my legs, the other was trying to fix monitor lead, that fell off, 
when | pulled to sit up. 


"What the fuck is all this?" 


"We're taking you to the hospital, you need some fluids and tests." 


"Hospital? Hell no!" | grabbed his hand, pushing it away. "I'm not going anywhere. I'm fine now, I'll just drink some 


water, | promise. Bruce what time is it? Tell me we didn't missed our scheduled flight." 


My brother tried to stop me. "Don't you pull Hell Angel on me! You passed out and you're sick, you're going to 
the hospital" 


"The fuck | am!" | ripped the needle out of my arm and got off the stretcher. 
| slowly walked to a table trying not to show how dizzy | felt and picked up a bottle of water. 


"Thanks guys, but l'm not going" My eyes skipped over the paramedics and stopped on Bruce. "No. Fucking. 
Way," 


He returned my gaze, breathed out a sigh and walked out, slamming the door. 
| wouldn't miss that plane even if | was dying, and he knew that. It was planned out that in the middle of our 
tour we would cross paths with Metallica on their tour, giving me two days with James. Two whole days after 


seven long weeks apart. Nothing would stop me from getting on that plane. 


Ignoring paramedics, who still tried to convince me to go with them and a plea from Steve, Adrian and Nicko, | 


downed the bottle of water and took two bottles in my hands, turning. 
"Are you guys coming?" And walked out of the room. 


| slept on the plane, waking up just to drink some water and falling back to sleep soon after. It was a long six 
hour flight and it gave me plenty of time to restore my usual form. As we landed, adrenalin rush ran through 
my body, in foretaste of meeting James and | forgot all about recent sickness, my mind and my heart was 


already flying to a familiar figure in the airport window. 


As soon as the door opened | sprinted out and James ran to meet me, picking me in his arms an burying his 


face in my neck with a whisper. 
"Angel | missed you so much!" 
| pulled his face up for a long overdue kiss. 


"| missed you more...” 


VIII. Life Won\t Wait. 


VII. Life Won't Wait 

(James' POV) 

| was laying on the bed just watching my wife sleep. She looked so peaceful, | didnt want to wake her up. Her 
long wavy hair spread out on the pillow, lips slightly puffed after last night, buttery white skin, long eyelashes, 
she was just perfect. How am | so lucky to have her? | sigh overwhelmed by the feelings and she turned onto 
her back, opening her eyes. 

"Is it time to get up already?" She stretched. 

"We can stay in bed all day" | pulled her closer, snuggling to her side. 

My fingers moved her hair away from her neck and | notice two red marks on her skin 

"Sorry about those, but you tasted so good, | couldn't help it" 

She looked at me and stroked my chest smiling, "Liar. | know you're not a bit sorry" Her hands moved lower. 
"Hey, how come you're wearing jeans?" 

"| went downstairs and got you coffee." 

Her eyes widened. "Coffee?!...0h no! 

She covered her mouth with a hand, pushing me away and quickly ran to the bathroom 


"Angel, what's wrong?" | followed her and saw her bending over the toilet. 


"James please, | don't want you to see me like this, go back to the room!" She pushed out before another wave 


of sickness and | stepped back. 
What is going on? | heard water running and a few minutes later she walked out, holding a towel by her mouth. 


"| was sick for a few days.. and it worst in the morning.. and every time | smelled coffee." She stopped mid- 
sentence, ran her hand over her stomach, then looked at me with a strange smile on her lips and walked to 
the door. | noticed how pale she was. Why didn't | see it yesterday? And last night.. fuck... | was an animal.. 
three rounds.. and she was sick | should have noticed something yesterday.. She looked at me and grabbed the 


door handle. 


"James.. we need to find a pharmacy, or some store... come on" 


"Um..if you're going like that, we won't get far." | tried to joke away the creepy feeling that something is very 


wrong in her behavior. 

She looked down, clearly only now realizing that she is naked. "Right." 

What the fuck..? Something was definitely not right, | had never seen her so lost in her thoughts. 

She paused, then rubbed he arm, looking at the pile of clothes by the bed, then came closer and reached for 
her jeans, my eyes stopped on the small bruise on the inside of her elbow.. did | do that? Shit... | looked closer, 
and saw unmistakable needle mark in the middle of the bruise. It's.. | felt as though someone had poured a 
bucket of cold water over me. 

No... she would never... she wouldn't... she.. 

“Angel... tell me whats going on" My voice came out louder than intended, 

"I need to get to the pharmacy first and after that I'll tell you everything." | watch her quickly pulling on her 
clothes.. to quickly.. in the hurry.. My heart sunk. Frantic movements, pale skin, inability to concentrate, urgent 
need for a fix, | saw it all before. Drugs. 


"Baby... tell me.. the truth.. are you... using?" 


"What?! James, what gave you that crazy idea?" She quickly stood up and her face went white. She grabbed to 
the back of the chair and | stood up to catch her. 


"This." | ran my fingers over the needle mark. She looked down, then back at me and sighed. 

"James... |.. sorry.. | should have told you everything, but | didn't want to you To worry." 

| was holding her close, my mind racing.. fuck.. Angel.. Lips whispered. 

"Please tell me the truth.." 

"| was sick.. puked all morning.. and | was afraid I'd do it during the gig, so | didn't eat or drink all day and end 
up passing out on the stage, someone called the paramedics.. that needle mark is from that." She looked into 
my eyes, with a guilty smile. 

"You passed out? Fuck, baby, you should've told me! Yesterday | was... didn't know.” 


‘James... | think | know why l'm sick.but before we talk about it, | want to be sure..promise..you won't start 


freaking out until we know.. but for that | need to go and get something." Her face lit up with a secret smile. 


| stroked her hair, relieved on one hand, and feeling eternally guilty on the other. Fuck.. how could | doubt her? 
"You stay here, you're sick, I'll go and get anything you need, just tell me what to get." 

She gazed into my eyes, kissed my lips and whisper. 'I need a pregnancy test" 

| breathed out something incoherent and she laughed, pulling me into another kiss. 


"My thoughts exactly!" 


| hurried through the hallway, filled with so many emotions, that | couldn't even think straight. My mind was 


so scrambled that | couldn't see anything on my way, almost running over Kirk. 


"Hey! | wasn't expecting to see you this early and alone.. is everything alright? You look kind of weird." He 
crooked his eyebrow at me and | felt myself grinning like an idiot in answer. 


"| need to.. find something.” | grasped his shoulders, moving him aside and continue on my way. | promised to 


Angel | won't say anything to anyone, till we know for sure and | was intending to keep that promise. 


"IIl go with you, what are we looking for?" Kirk followed me, trying to catch up. 


Have you ever tried to find something when you have no idea how it looks like in a foreign country? Yeah..Of 
course no one in the pharmacy spoke English. | tried to use hand and body language, and the clerk brought 
"James, you're doing it wrong!" Kirk laughed at me. 

Let's see if you can do any better!" | snapped at him, feeling frustrated. 

He moved his hands by his pelvis, making a few thrusts, then outlined a big stomach, and finally bent his arms 
as you would while holding a baby, rocking them side to side. 


More condoms appeared on the counter. 


"Look at this one! | need to get a few of these. and that one too.." Kirk dug into the packages. 


"Dammit, Kirk!" | growled, losing my patience. 
"What? l'm just looking, we're already here, so | might as well get something for me.. just call our translator.” 


| sighed, pulling the phone on the counter closer. So much for keeping it a secret.. 


(Angel's POV) 

| came out of the bathroom and James jumped to his feet, looking at me with a question in his eyes. 
"Well.. it turned blue." | smiled at him. 

"Blue as in. boy?" He looked puzzled 

| jumped on him, laughing. "I don't think those tests are that advanced.. plus, what's wrong with a girl?" 
He held my face close to his. "Angel! I'm so happy! It doesn't matter if its a boy or girl, or both!" 


He picked me up and we waltzed in the middle of the room before falling on the bed. All of a sudden | thought 
about all that will come with the baby and my face got serious. 


"James... how are we going to do this? How can we handle a baby with our tours and all.| hope you're not 


thinking that I'm going to leave my band and become a housewife." 


He wrapped his arms around me. "Don't worry about that, we'll think of something. We have some time to 


figure it out." 

He started kissing my face, then my neck, moving lower to my stomach. As he reached the stomach, he 
smiled, whispering against my skin. 

sick, okay?" 


| gasped feeling a lump in my throat and my eyes filled with tears. "James.. | love you." 


IX. Lightning Strikes Twice. 


IX. Lightning Strikes Twice. 
(Angel's POV) 


Time went on, the last few years were hard, work tore us apart, many times throwing us in opposite sides of 
the globe, but we did it. James barely made it to UK for the birth of our daughter and after spending only 
short few days with us, continued on his tour. | took a little break to stay home with the newborn for the half 


a year and then Iron Maiden went on the road. 


| felt guilty wanting to go back to touring, | felt guilty because it was pulling me away from my family, and 
because somewhere deep inside | wanted it. | missed it. | missed the shows, the fans, the stage, the feeling of 
being completely taken by the music. | couldn't live without it. Thank God for the help my mother gave us. She 
refused to let her first granddaughter to spend time with a babysitter and followed me on the tour. Then 
came another peaceful time at home, recording and another tour. This time mother stayed at home with my 


baby, since the life on the road was clearly not her thing. 


| don't know how we planned this tours, but there were no crossings, no way To see each other and it was 
tearing my heart. | missed James so much, the only contact we had in the last four months was over the 


phone and touring didn't seems so great anymore. 


Today, | woke up with a heavy feeling. The day started badly, my baby girl was asking me on the phone when | 


would come back home and it made me cry. 


| played the show with a bleeding heart, all | wanted was to go home, to be with my family. | was already in a 


pissy mood, when after the show | went to the bathroom and overheard two girls talking about me and James. 


Usually, | block all this shit out, but something one of them said was like a knife to a freshly opened wound. 
She's said that people like me shouldn't have kids, that James deserved a better wife, one without fucking 
ambitions, one who would center her life around him and family. | ran back to my hotel room and let my 


demons out. 


| looked around, broken pieces of furniture that were scattered all over the place, bedding ripped off the bed, 
the room reminded me of a war zone. | was sitting on the floor, with my back to the wall, a shot glass in one 
hand and Tequila bottle in the other. | felt completely drained after the outburst of my anger, trying to get 
myself drunk, and finally succeeded after the second bottle. 


| poured another shot of Tequila 


"Here is to a worthless wife and a unfit mother. Cheers!" | gulped down the burning liquid and refilled the shot 
glass. 


"Angel, open the door! What the fuck are you doing?" My brothers voice interrupted my thoughts. | stood up 
and navigated my way to the door. 


"What the fuck happened?" His eyes scanned over the chaos, before returning to me. "It looks like ground zero. 
What's wrong sis?" 


| slid down the wall and drained another shot. "Nothing, everything is just fucking great!" 


"This doesn't look like nothing. This look like hurricane Hell Angel. Talk to me." He joined me on the floor and 
turned to me. | drowned another shot and sighed. 


"Bruce... do you think | was wrong in starting a family? Am | a bad mother? Bad wife?" 


"What the fuck? | know you miss them, and it's hard to be away, but you are great mother! And James knows 
you, he knew you wouldn't become a housewife, that you wouldn't leave Maiden, he understands that." He took 


the bottle away from me. "Now, tell me, what started all this?" 


‘Nothing, just heard something and got pissed..." My head felt heavy and | closed my eyes for a second.. just to 


rest.. 


(James POV) 


Booze was flowing into my body like there was no tomorrow. | wanted to get drunk quickly and numb the pain. 
It had been so long since | saw my angels, phone calls were as close as we got in the last four months, and it 


wasn't enough, | missed them terribly. 


The party was wild as usual, Lars was sitting between two groupies and they were giggling and getting very 
friendly with each other. Kirk had some long-legged brunette in his lap. Jason had already left with some girl. 


| grabbed another bottle off the table, Jagermeister.long time no see. took a sip. Warmth filled my 
body.mmnn.it had been too long. 


Some blonde dropped into the chair next to me and smiled. "Care to share? | love that stuff!" 


| handed her the bottle and she lowered her head, moving closer. Her tongue outlined the bottleneck, eyes 
smiled and then her lips crowned the top, sliding a bit lower. | smirked and tilted the bottle, watching her drink. 
She had short hair, brown eyes, and a barely covered, killer body. She moved closer, her tits brushed against 
my arm and my drunk mind brought images from the past. Girls like that ready to get it on, anywhere, 
anytime.. | watched her lips tightly pressed around the bottle and lowered it, pulling back. She moved her lips 
up and down on the bottleneck, before releasing it with a light pop. Lustful smile emerged on her lips, and | 


shook my head trying to shake dirty thoughts out of my mind. 


Waking up was never my favorite part of the day, and waking up after a hard and long night of drinking was 
even worse. | swallowed, feeling saliva barely making it's way down dry as a desert throat. | opened my eyes 
and the brightly lit room brought the pounding headache to its peak | sat up and covered my eyes with my 
hands, shit.. why did | drink so much? | stood up and dragged myself to the bathroom, in hope that nice hot 
shower would help me feel human again. 

After | stood under warm water for some time, feeling my body slowly returning to the almost normal state. | 
grabbed the towel and went back to the room, drying my hair, fished a fresh pair jeans out of the suitcase, 
slowly pulling it on In the corner of my eye | saw a movement on the bed and turned my head, freezing in 


place with horror. My heart jumped up hitting my temples and dove down to the pit of my stomach. The 


covers moved again, revealing last night's blonde. 


Fucklll It couldn't be! Fuckill 


| just stood there, unable to move, completely freaked out. Meanwhile, the girl opened her eyes and smiled at 


me. 
"Hey there stud.. " She sat up and | noticed that she still had her jeans on. God please tell me | didn't..please.. 
"What the fuck are you doing here? What happened yesterday?" 

She smiled at me. "You don't remember anything?" 

"Last thing | remember was drinking Jager..." | swallowed, shaking inside. 

"Too bad, | was hopping my blowjob was memorable.. you did say I'm the best, right before you passed out. But 
| can remind you." She smiled, pushing her tits together and licking her lips. She clearly had no idea what was 
going through my head. 

"Get out" 

"Wha.?" 


"Get out, just get the fuck out!" 


She quickly grabbed her shirt and run out of the room. | threw the towel on the floor and dropped on the 
edge of the bed, gripping to my head in panic. 


Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!!! | jumped up and picked up a chair, throwing it against the wall. And empty bottle of vodka 


followed the chair, sending shattered glass all over the room. 

"FuuuuuuucckKklll" 

| was about to smash another chair but the loud ringing of the phone pushed another wave of headache, 
pulsating in my temples. | put the chair down and swallowed, looking at the phone. Shaking hand reached 
forward, picking it up and Angel's voice form the other side of the world send my heart into jitter. 

"Hi baby! | didn't wake you up, did |?" | dropped on the nearby chair and tried to swallow the lump in my throat. 


"Hey baby! No. was..already up.." | tried to clear shakiness out of my throat. 


"| miss you so much! | couldn't wait to call you. My cell's barely working, | forgot to charge it again. Just think, 


one more day and we will be together, for a whole five months! | wish | could just appear in your room right 


now.. 
‘|| wish you could." | whispered and my fist closed tight on the phone as | tried to fight my tears. 
"James..what's wrong? You sound upset." 


My heart heavily pounded, her voice reached all the way to my soul and | closed my eyes, hearing myself 


whisper. 

"Angel..baby..I..| fucked up.." | was choking on the words, but | couldn't stop my confession. Somewhere | heard 
my mind scream. You fucking idiot, why do you telling her this? What the fuck is wrong with you? But lips 
continue, separated from mind. "| was pissed drunk..and..l..woke up with some slut." 

"James... |.. can't..." There was a crackling noise, then silence. 

"Angel. God.. l'm so sorry!" | felt tears rolling down my face. 


No answer. 


"Angell.Please.say something.scream at me.just talk to me..please..Baby! | didn't mean too. | just.. | don't know 
how it happen." 


Dead silence. 
"Angellll" 


Short beeping of the phone. 


"Oh..God..." | pressed the phone to my chest. 


| tried to call her, again and again, getting no answer. Fuck.. 


X. Fade to black... 


X. Fade to black.. 


(Kirk's POV) 


Me, Lars and Jason were waiting for James to start our rehearsal. The last show on this tour was about to 
start and James was late. He was quiet on the bus and didn't come out of his hotel room after we arrived. | 


tried to talk to him, but he just told me to fuck off. 
"That the fock is keeping him?" Lars threw his drumstick into the air and caught it behind his back. 
"Dunno.. he's never late, you're the one we usually wait for." | was picking at my guitar. 


James walked in, kicking the door open, and went straight for his guitar. No ‘hey guys,’ not one word. Lars sat 
down and smirked. 


"Looks like someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed." 


‘lm in a shitty mood, don't fucking start with me." James snapped back, not even turning his head in our 


direction. 
"So no one can focking talk just cause you're all pissy?" Lars replied. 


| told you not to fucking start, Ulrich!" James grit out through clenched teeth, but the obvious warning in his 
tone didn't stop Lars. 


"Fock that! l'm sick of having to tip-toe around you whenever the Mighty Hetfield throws a hissy fit, so just 


suck it up, because we have a fucking show to do." 


James had been glaring at the drummer as he spoke, and when he'd heard enough, he turned on his heel and 


walked out the door, slamming it behind himself with enough force to shake the wall. 


"Dammit Lars! Why do you always have to do that?" | put my guitar down and followed James. | found him just 
as he was walking down the corridor. 


"James wait!" | tried to catch up with his long legs. 
"Fuck off Hamster!" He walked into the break room and dropped onto the couch. 


"James..what's wrong?" | sat by him. 


"Nothing." He turned his head away from me. 


"Look, | know you miss your family, but you'll see them soon! Angel's coming to see you tomorrow!" | put my 


hand on James’ shoulder and he turned to me with a sigh. 

"That's the thing Kirk.. 'm not sure she is coming." 

"Why? Have her plans changed?" 

"Last night.. | got drunk and | fucked some groupie.. | told Angel about it and... 

"Why!? Are you fucking crazy? Why did you tell her?" | stared at him and he shook his head. 
"I freaked out when she called.. and.. | don't fucking know.. it just came out..." 

"What did she say?" 

"She hung up on me." 

"Oh. fuck.. l'm sorry men." 


Through the whole show James was in a bad mood, Lars tried to pick at him again, and it just made everything 
worse. But there is one thing | knew about James, he would play in full throttle for the fans, no matter how 
bad he feels, or how wasted he is. On stage he always gave all of him. 


The last song was over, we said our goodbyes and started heading off the stage when one of the roadies ran 
up to James and whispered something in his ear. | saw James’ face change, he grip to the roadies' shoulders 


pushing him back 


"Nol" His rocking voice roared over the suddenly quiet crowd. His face turned white as he dropped to his knees, 


covering his face with his hands. 

Jason and | both ran to him. "James! What's wrong?" 

He was just shaking his head and it took us both to pull him off the stage. 

Lars was talking with the roadie, he looked shocked, holding his hand to his lips. We got James backstage and 


sat him on the couch. He didn't say a word, just stared ahead blankly, with tears rolling over his cheeks. | had 


never seen him in this state, all | knew, something horrible had happened. 


Lars walked in looked at us, then at James and swallowed. "James.. I'm sorry moan.. it's focking awful.. l.. fock." 
James dropped his head into his hands, his shoulders shook in silent cry. Jason and | jumped to Lars. 


"What the fuck happened?" 


"There was accident.. oil rig hit Iron Maiden's touring bus.. there was an explosion.. and.. they said no one 


survive." Lars finished with tears in his eyes and | felt chills crawling on my skin 
"Fuck." | felt my voice shake and tried to swallow growing lump in my throat. 


"No." Jason gripped his forehead, rubbing it. His eyes met mine and he turned away, hitting the wall with his 
fists. "No!" 


"Look guys, you take James to his room.. I'll try to find out more.. maybe the band wasn't on the bus... just 
watch James, don't leave him alone.. he shouldn't be alone right now... shit. can't believe this.." He walked out 


of the break room, nervously twisting his towel in his hands. 


It took us a few minutes to get James into the car, he was moving on autopilot, and looked absolutely lifeless. | 
didn't know what to say to him, all | could do is hold his arm. What do you supposed to say to a guy who just 
lost someone he loved so deeply? No words would ever be able to express the pain | felt for him. Jason was 
quiet Too, his lips were tightly pressed as if he tried to hold his emotions inside, his hands were nervously 
moving on his thighs, then gripped into fists. The short silent drive to the hotel and we arrived at James’ 
room. He dropped on edge of the bed and we just sat down by hin, feeling absolutely helpless. 


The phone ringing sounded too loud in the dead room and made me jump, James didn't move, didn't even blink. 


Jason quickly stood up and grabbed it. 


"This is Jason.. What?" His face turned red. "Fucking vultures! Don't call here!" He ripped phone out of outlet, 
breathing heavily, then threw it on the table and walked to the window, pulling the curtains close. 


(James' POV) 


My body had completely shut down, only my mind was pulsating in the listless shell, repeating like mantra. It 
can't be... she can't leave me like that.. it's not true.. it's not true... it can't be true.. not my Angel.. no.. no.. its 


not true.. 


Someone placed a cup in my numb hand and | automatically drank it without tasting. Despite all my friends 
around me and felt painfully alone. | felt trapped in a nightmare with no escape, | wanted to just wake up and 


make all of this go away. Just wake up.. | blinked my eyes, sending another wave of tears running on my 


cheeks. Wake up.. wake up.. Angel... please.. wake me up from this horror.. 


Lars' face appeared out of nowhere in front of me, his lips moved as if he was talking, but | couldn't 
comprehend anything he said. His smiling face was so out of place in my nightmare and | closed my eyes. Just 


live me alone.. just leave me... I'm dead.. He shook me by the shoulder screaming right into my face. 


‘James! Do you hear me? James! She's alive! Angel is okay! The band wasn't on that bus! They're all fine! 
James!" 


The meaning of his words slowly sunk into my derailed mind and | looked at him as he repeated words, that 


pulsated through me, bringing my heart back to life. 
"Angel is alive?" | jumped to my feet, picking my friend up. "She's alive!" 
He laughed and pulled out of my arms, grabbing to the bottle of water. 


"| called everyone.. finally got to Bruce. They're all fine and Angel's plane landed here about twenty minutes ago. 
Her phone is dead, she lost her focking charger.. I've tried calling you, but your focking phone is off too!" 


"She's here? Where?" | run to the door, but Lars pulled on my arm, stopping me. 


"Don't go, you'll miss each other on the way!" He downed bottle of water, and wiped his mouth, reaching for 
the second drink. "My throat's so dry.. | was on the focking phone for two and a half hours, talked to 
everyone..trying to find out.. the bus had some engine problems earlier that day and when they loaded in, it 
started to make some focking noise, so they decided to take a hotel shuttle instead.. the only person on the 
focking bus was a driver and he is fine, he got thrown out by the blast, got some broken bones, but he's 


fine." He sucked in another bottle. 
"Lars. thank youl All of you guys! Thank youl" | pulled my friends into a tight hug, feeling absolutely happy. 


"Thank God." Kirk whispered, and | notice his eyes were reddened. Jason smiled and then his eyes drifted to the 
door, lips parted with gasp. | let go of them and abruptly turned to see the best sight I've ever seen. My 
Angel was standing in the doorway. 


"Baby!" | ran to her and wrapped my arms around her, kissing her face and hair, breathing in her smell. 


"Promise to never scare me like that again." 


"| missed you James! | missed you so much! My phone is dead, | lost my charger. tried to call you from 
airport.. but your phone was off. | called Mom and she told me what she saw on the news.. | tried to call you, 
to tell you I'm okay.. | couldn't reach you.." She was kissing my face, stroking my hair. Her amazing green gaze 


overwhelmed with love, and | felt warmth filling my body, erasing the remains of my nightmare. 


"Glad to see you okay!" Kirk came over and tried to gave her a hug. 


"Hey guys!" She turned to greet my friends, but | didn't let her go out of my arms. 

"That was focking nerve-racking!" Lars embrace all three of us, reaching up to kiss Angel's cheek 
lm glad you're okay!"Jason stood, grinning from ear to ear. 

Lars pulled out of the hug and tugged on Kirk's arm, winking at Jason. 


"I think we can leave now.. | feel focking exhausted.. all this.. fock.. | need a drink or two. C'mon guys.. before 


James gets back to his normal self and kicks us out, lets go!" 
They walked out of the room and Lars stopped for a minute in the doorway. 


‘lm glad to see you focking smiling again man." He winked at me and flashed "Do not disturb" door sign, hanging 
it on the outside of the door handle, then slowly pressed door shut. 


Angel smiled, pulling me to her lips. 

"| miss your smile and your lips." 

| felt her body pressed tighter against mine, and happiness of seeing my wife alive, after | thought | lost her, 
turned into happiness of having my wife in my arms, after months of being apart. Our kiss deepened, bringing 
desire, hands searched over the bodies, needing more, urging. 

Oh... baby." | pulled away from her lips, picking her into my arms and dropping her on the bed. She yanked her 
shirt off, kissing my chest, pulling me closer and blood in my veins reached boiling point as we both moaned 


hungrily for each other. 


We unlocked our lips just long enough to get rid of my tee and her bra and her nipples brushed on my chest, 
hardening against my skin. A loud growl escaped my throat. 


"Oh God.. It's been so long." | slid my hands up her slender waist and surrounded both breasts, slowly rubbing 
her nipples with the pads of my thumbs. Angel purred. 


"Mnnn.. baby...” 


My lips meet on her nipple and she moaned as | sucked the tip into my mouth. She pushed her body up, 
enjoying my touch and then pulled my face up. Lusty flares were dancing in her eyes. 


"Baby. it's so nice.. but right now | need less foreplay, more fuck. | miss you so much, we can play softly for 


the round four." She arched into my body moving her hands around my neck and pulling on my hair. 


"And five and six.. and all night and all day." | breathed out as my hands impatiently unbuttoned her jeans. | 
couldn't wait. Why are the fucking clothes always in the way? 


| parted my lips from her breast so | could pull her pants off as quick as | could, kicking off my jeans at same 
time. She watched my frantic movements with a smile and | laughed. 


"| didn't rip anything... | think." 


She ran her palms from my stomach to my back and pulled me closer, kissing my neck. When her hands 


moved lower and met on my leaking cock, she gasped. 


"Fuck me baby." She lay back, pulling me on top of her and wrapped her legs around my waist. That move 
brought all the blood to my pulsating shaft and it hardened even more, threatening to burst. | felt her teeth 


sinking into my skin, bringing a growl from me. 


"Mmnnn.you're the only one who can drive me crazy like that..." | moaned into her ear, ramming inside of her 
in one fast and deep thrust. 


We both shuddered feeling our flesh interlock. My body jerked, diving into unstoppable urge, moving in and out 
of her. Room filled with moans and gasps.. bodies slam together, moving in unison. Our breathing became fast 
and shallow, with each thrust the pace increased, pushing to the much needed release. 

"Oh... Angel, baby." | moaned against her neck. 

| could no longer resist the increasing tension, her wriggling against me, her sighs, her legs pulling me deeper 
into her. Her breathing was fast and hard and came out in punctuated gasps. With one final thrust, | exploded 
inside her with low growl. 

"Oh. fuck." 

"James." Angel convulsed into a chain of explosions, clenching in spasms that squeezed and milked my cock dry, 
making me shudder in multiple aftershocks. When out bodies stopped | dropped on top of her, dazed and 


motionless but still deep inside of her, catching my breath. 


"I love you..." | whispered into her ear, her hands were sliding over my back, sending warm shivers through my 


body. 


"I love you too, James.. God | missed you.. promise we'll never be apart for that long ever again.. it was 


unbearable." She swept my hair away from my face. 
| braced my body on my elbows, lifting my weight off her small frame. 


"| promise.. and you promise you'll never leave me.. when | thought | lost you.. it was horrible.. | never want to 


feel that again." The cold hand of memory of that evening grasped at my throat and | unwillingly pulled out of 


her, rolling onto my back. 
She turned to me and propped her head up on her arm, stroking my chest with her fingers. 


"James. I'll try to be more organized.. if | would've kept my phone charged.. the fucking thing died in the middle 


of out last conversation, | didn't have a chance to tell you, that we're taking a shuttle instead." 
In the middle of our last conver-- | felt a cold wave taking my body and my heart skipped. 
"When did your phone die?" 


"When you tried to tell me why you felt sad and all | heard was just that you fucked up. tried to tell you 
that | couldn't hear you..but | think we'd already got disconnected." She lay her head on my chest, moving her 
hand to my stomach. And | felt my guts turning into a knot. Shit... fuck... | forgot about that.. Another cold 
flash ran through my body.. she doesn't know. My brain started racing.. Don't be a fucking idiot this time! She 
doesn't need to know! Let it be on your conscious! You the one who fucked up, you pay for it with gilt, don't 
tell her, you can't hurt her like this! 


She picked her head off my chest. 


"I tried to call you back from hotel phone, but your phone was busy, | figured you were calling me. | tried 
calling you from airport, and still got a busy signal.. then | got on the plane.. I'm sorry.. so.. what did you 
fucked up?" She traced kisses over on my chest and looked into my eyes, sliding her hand lower on my 


stomach. 

"I tried to tell you.. that.. | got drunk and.. that was it.. | got really really drunk." | sat up in bed and rubbed 
my face with my hands, feeling the words were getting stuck in my throat, | swallowed nervously and she 
moved closer to me, placing her hand on my shoulder. 

"James. What happened?" She looked into my eyes and | looked away, unable to hold her gaze. | felt ashamed, 
afraid, | felt like the worst fucking piece of shit on this planet, but | decided not to tell her the truth. She 
doesn't need to know.. | took a deep breath and breathed out. 

"Nothing... it's not important now.." 

She turned my head to her, green eyes deepen into mine and | felt them reaching all the way to my heart. 


"James... did you.. fucked someone?" 


My stomach twisted, heart skipped and dropped down, palms got wet and pulsating thought drowned in her 


eyes, letting my lips release a weak plea. 


“Angel. |.. please don't leave me.." My voice came out as a whisper. Her eyes turned cold, she let go of me, 


dropping back onto the bed. 
"You hurt me." 
| turned and buried my face in her shoulder. 


"Baby... l'm.. so.. sorry.. |." | wrapped my arms around her, pulling closer in attempt to stop this moment. She 
sighed and ran her fingers through my hair. 


"You hurt me by thinking that | would leave you, just because you screwed some eager slut.. do you really 


think that my love for you so shallow?" 

She grasped my face with both hands and kissed my lips. 

"You're just a man, men make mistakes... l'm not with you every day.. we haven't seen each other in months.. | 
know how it is, | see it all the time with my guys. Never ending temptation.. girls trow themselves at them.. 


plus, you probably already punished yourself, making yourself crazy with guilt” 


Her eyes were looking softly at me and | sighed in relief. Dear God.. she is an Angel.. the one and only.. who 


truly understands me.. 
"| don't deserve you." | signed and lowered my face to hers. 


She smiled pulling me for a kiss and whispered. "Too bad, because you got me and you're not getting rid of me 


that easy... 


XI. Boys will be boys... 


XI. Boys will be boys.. 


(Angel's POV) 


Kirk's birthday was celebrated in his house, the party was great, everyone enjoyed good drinks and food. Me 
and my bandmates flew in for his birthday, just for two days, taking a small break from recording our new 
album and using my newly bought jet, of course Bruce insisted on flying it, and after a lot of bickering, | let 


him take a helm. 

Living in two different countries and touring all around the world was finally not a problem for my family. We 
figured out the way to spend as much as possible time together and a private family jet was an easy answer. 
One house in San Francisco, one in London and a lot of time on the plane, but it was working. We still missed 
each other, but we knew that we were only a few hours away. 

Kirk walked up to me with a guilty smile. 

"Angel. | need to ask you something." 


"What is it birthday boy?" 


"We were planning to go to a strip club to continue the party.. and. are you sure you're okay with it? You 
know.." He scratched his head and | smiled. 


‘Ive visited strip clubs many times, and it could be a lot of fun to see my husband trying not to drool at the 


girls." | wrapped my arm around James’ waist. 
"So we're going then?" Kirk looked at me, then at James. 
"We are!" James laughed, pulling me closer. 


We took over two tables close to the stage, pulling them together, and ordered our drinks. The guys were a 
little quiet in the beginning, but the girls were good and soon they relaxed enough to not to give me looks 


every time one of strippers dance too close to James. 


After a few more drinks | joined my guys in cheering up the dancers. When one of the girls started her sexy 
moves right in front of James, | giggled at his ‘stone cold' face and whistled, encouraging the stripper to 
continue. My husband tried not to look excited and sneaked a peek at me. 


Kirk sat next to me looking uncomfortable. "Angel, are you okay?" 
"Kirk, relax, l'm not jealous, it's just fun." 
"You're so cool with all that.. how do you do it?" 


"Steve told me something a long time ago, something that changed my view on all of this. | was upset with him 
when | walked on him and a groupie, he was dating my best friend.. | screamed at him and asked why he did it 
and he said ‘I love her and miss her, but she's not here and | haven't had sex for month. After the show my 

hands are too tired to jerk off, groupie is a great substitute, hands free, with the same result." 


"Now | know why you forgave James so easily, | admit | was surprised. If | ever told my ex that.. she would 


throw a fit.. even if | would bring her in here, she would glare at me every time | look at strippers.’ 


"Well, that is why she's your ex. Don't get me wrong, | liked Rebecca and Sara, but Julie was a full blown 
psycho. | don't feel threatened by strippers or groupies, | know | can get James’ attention in a second, even 
here in a place full of naked girls." | smiled when James slid a few dollars in the stripper's bra and raised my 


hand to our waiter to order another drink. 


My signal got misread by nearby blonde and she smiled at me, nodding. She started her walk to our table, 
clearly thinking | wanted a lap dance. | was about to tell her, that it's wasn't my attention to call her up, but 
she was very nice looking and an evil plan flourished in my mind. Well, James, let's see what will you do if | play 


a little game, | glanced at my husband and | hid my wicked smile, turning to the blonde. 


She interpreted my smile as an invitation and walked around my chair, stopping right in front of me. Kirk 

moved back with an amused smile on his face. James smiled wide, obviously thinking I'm going to set that girl 
straight. Other guys giggled, waiting for me to tell the stripper to get lost, like | often did before, but | leaned 
back into my chair, slowly spreading my knees, and turning all my attention to the blonde. Okay boys, lets see 


who will have the last smile. 


The stripper move with music and danced her way between my legs. | lean forward and almost touched her 
breasts with my lips as she bent over me, arching her back at same time. | winked at James and he crooked 


his eyebrow at me, surprised by my actions. 


The stripper got my attention back, sliding her hands on my knees and moving them slowly to my groin Not 
bad.. not the same reaction when guys do that.. but not unpleasant.. | thought to myself. She pushed my legs 
together moving them one at the time and stepping over them. Her hands slid on her own body caressing her 


forms and moved to the buttons of her top. 


| felt the entire club watching us, the stripper knew that too, putting out the best show she could. | slowly 
raised my hands sliding them over her legs to her hips and pulled her to me. She arched and ripped the last 
buttons on her see-through shirt off. Her breasts were now just an inch away from my face and | slid her 


shirt down under approving screams and whistles from the crowd. 


The blonde glided above my lap with circular movements continuing her show and | played along, slowly placing 
my finger under her bra strap and sliding it off her shoulder. Screams and whistles of the club increased in 


intensity and volume. Not breaking an eye contact | repeated the same motion with her other strap. 


In the corner of my eye | saw James’ lips part in silent gasp, as he watched the scene | was playing out for 
him. He swallowed, squirming on his seat and bit into his lip. Oh-oh, | think | overdid it and now we'd have to 


leave in a hurry, once my game was over, but | wasn't done just yet. 


| hid my little catty smile and ran my fingers from the naked shoulder of my accomplice to her waist, at the 
same time catching one of the ties in front of the bra with my lips. She bend her head back, pushing to me 
and | pulled back, holding the tie in my teeth and letting her tits free. The club around us exploded with 


screams of approval. 


| slowly pulled her bra off and threw it to James, the club went absolutely crazy with cheers. | pushed twenty 


bucks in front of her panties, whispering at the same time into her ear. 
"Thanks hun, you were great" 


She smiled, blowing me a kiss and | lightly slapped her ass. The onlookers yelled, clearly wanting more and the 
stripper moved on to the stage, taking advantage of the crowd's attention 


| turned at James, and almost burst in laughter. He was sitting with with his hands crossed on his groin, biting 
his lip and looking at me with his feral ‘| want you right now’ look. | knew he would run to me, if he could, but 
at the moment he was fighting hard with his exited body. | smiled walking up to him and slid on his lap, feeling 


his noticeable bulge move under me. His hands grip to my waist, as he released a low moan, 


‘Mmmnnhhh.. baby, that was so fucking hot!" 

His lips tore into mine, making me shake, his hand pushed me down into his pulsating groin and | pulled back 
laughing. 

"Is the back seat of our car sounds okay, or should we try to drive home?" 


"Car." He breathed out and | smiled, looking into his burning with urge eyes. 


"And to answer your silent question. No, we're not inviting that blonde. I'm too greedy for a threesome, you're 


all mine!" 


XII. Hell\'s Bells. 


XII. Hell's Bells. 


(Angel's POV) 


Steve found absolutely amazing place to film our new video clip and Bruce and | decided to drive there 
together. After short sibling bickering, we picked my new car and after another few minutes of arguing, | 
handed him my keys, since | knew he'd drive me crazy whining all the way, that | don't trust him driving. In a 
few hours of him at the helm and me ‘back seat driving’, we arrived at the old church just south of Claygate. 


The place looked absolutely wicked. Huge old threes, half fallen stone wall around ancient looking church with the 
cemetery by it's side. Stone walls were covered in vines and tall stained glass windows made it look almost 


medieval. We slowly walked to the massive door as it opened, letting out Jim, our camera tech. 


"C'mon guys, we need to start!" He had a few power cords wrapped around his shoulder and a huge childish like 
smile on his face. 

| looked up while passing through the arches of the entrance, the walls were coming in closer at the ceiling, 
roofing semicircular space in a half-dome. Then the big hall with multiple rows of benches with iron work 


covered backs. 
"This is beautifull" | gasped and Bruce raised his head, looking around in amazement. 
"Yeah.. this is something, too bad it was forgotten and just a handful of people know about this place, some 


crazy monk is watching over it" 


"I knew you'd like it!" Steve walked towards us. "Well, we only need one scene here, don't have much time, so 


lets start." 

Two long tables, covered in dark red velvet drapes with multiple lit candles stood on the both saides of the 
altar. On the left side there was a stand with a big, open Gospel book, and a small pool on the right. | stepped 
closer to the pond, looking at the shimmering with reflected through the stained glass window rainbow-like 
rays on the water. 

"Is this where they used to baptize people?" 

"Yeah, | guess." Adrian stood on his knee and dipped his fingers in the pool. "Cold!" 


"Hey, don't stick your sinful, dirty hands in the holy water!" Bruce smiled at him, and turned to me. 


"Okay, sis, we have to do this and | know you hate the idea, but. just go with it, okay?" He picked up the 
feathery white wings and | turned with a sigh as he fastened them behind my back. 


"Do | have to wear this crap?" | covered my eyes with my hand. 


"Just go with me on that, please! You'll see, itll be great!" Bruce looked at me, trying very hard not to laugh 


and give me puppy eyes at same time. 
"For the record, | hate this." | growled at him, trying to adjust my guitar strap over the wings. 


"Okay, we shoot this part, and then later, if you don't like it we'll remove it from the video." Bruce looked at 


me, then smiled. "You look great!" 


| glared at my brother and he nodded to Jim to start the demo. Loud heavy sound bounced off the ancient 


walls, stage lights went on and we got to our positions. 


A few repeats later | started feeling the heat from the stage lights, and thick feathery fluff on my back 


wasn't helping, to make matter worst, with every move the wings slide, pulling on my guitar strap. 


| tried to backed up from the burning lights, forgetting about the candles behind me, and immediately felt wave 
of heat on my back. | looked back and saw my wings bursting into the flames. 


“Oh... Shit!" | turned sweeping candles on the floor, few of them roll on the floor, setting the table cloth on fire. 


| gasped, backing up and feeling flames on my wings grow. 


Bruce jumped to me, pushing me forward, as | tried to cover my face. | grabbed his arms, losing balance and 


we both collapsed into the pool of cold water. 
"Fuck! | told you it was a bad ideal" | sat myself up, trying to get my wet hair off my face. Steve and Jim 
were putting last flames down with the fire extinguisher, covering all mess in white foam. Smoke was raising 


up to the ceiling. 


"| wasn't planning for you to set this place on fire!" Bruce helped me out of the water and got out himself. 


"And don't say fuck in church!" 
"Why? You just said it tool" | pushed him back into the pond, laughing. 
"Now you really look like Hell Angell" Steve cackled. 


| was standing with black patches on my wings, half burned with wires exposed, shaking from laughter and the 
cold, and dripping with water. 


"Would someone please help me take this shit off" 


Bruce crawled out of the pool and sat on the edge, taking his shoes off and draining the water out, sending 


charcoal pieces of feathers from my wings float on the surface. 


"Well... that water is defiantly not Holy anymore." | giggled. "I hope no one would drink it. Dammit Bruce! It's all 


you fucking ideal Can we drop it now?" 
Bruce looked at me with a sigh. "Fine. | should've known better, to try to make angel out of you." 


| saw a dark figure of the man in long monk clothes passing by the wall, he stepped closer, looking over 
disaster then turned to us with anger twisted face. 


"Leave now! All of you, leave!" 


He turned to the altar and dropped on his knees. The crew quickly started to pack our equipment, carrying it 
to the cars and | walked closer to the monk He was picking candles of the floor and placing them back on the 


half burned table. 


‘Im sorry.. we are leaving.. sorry about all this.. it was an accident.. we'll pay for the damage." | touched his 


shoulder and he abruptly turned, making me back up under his hateful glare. 


"Leave, just leave! | don't need your money! God is angry with you, and give you a message, you don't belong 


here in his house! Hell is awaits for youl" His face changed to a disgusted look. "You'll burn in Helll" 


Shivers took over my body and | quickly turned almost running to the door, feeling monk's piercing eyes on my 
back. His words had woken up a demon of the long gone past, the past that | try so hard to forget. | will burn 
in Hell and | know that. 


XII. Bring your daughter to the slaughter. 


XIIL. Bring your daughter to the slaughter. 


(Angel's POV) 


For the rest of the day monk's words followed me, pounding in my head and l'd finally gave up, telling my 
family that | don't feel too good, escaping to the bedroom. | tried to silent my unpleasant thoughts with my 
music, it has always helped before, but this time it wasn't working. James came to the bedroom and my 
thought were pushed deep inside, with his loving touches, but as soon as thrill of sex subsided, the darkness 
returned. | fell asleep with heavy heart, remembering the long forgotten past, things I'd buried deep inside, 


things | didn't want to remember. 


| hated this room, there was nothing here, just a bed, a table, a night stand, and a huge black crucifix on the 
white wall. Uncle Tom was a priest, and everything in his house was a reminder of that. | didn't want to come 
here, but my mother insisted. She felt overwhelmed with me and my brother both being out of control after 
our father had left us. 


| just turned thirteen, my brother was sixteen, and we were spending all of our time with his friends, dreaming 
of becoming a band. But my mom had a different idea of what a girl my age should do, and it was certainly 
not hanging out with older boys in the garage, playing guitar. She tried to ground me, but | snuck out of the 


window, so she sent me here as punishment. 


Worst of all, my uncle's house was so far up north, that | was cut off from all my friends, closely monitored, 
not even allowed to use the phone without his presence. He'd drag me to his church every day, leaving me 


under the strict eyes of the nuns, who tried to teaching me manners. 


Dress up like a girl, talk like a girl, no swearing, no bold statements. | refused to follow their rules, questioned 


every word, and soon everyone in convent knew they'd picked the wrong kind of girl, | fought about everything. 


| quietly opened my door and walked to the stairs, looking down from the balcony, it was dark on the first 
floor. Good, that meant that my uncle had gone to bed. | sighed in relief, carefully closed my door and opened 
my suitcase, pulling out a small radio, my treasure. I'd managed to sneak it in hidden in my clothes, the only 
thing that was keeping me from going crazy in this house. | turned it on and flipped trough the channels, trying 
to find something to listen to. Led Zeppelins Kashmir, was God sent. 


| placed the radio to my ear and started dancing with the music, trying not to make any noise. | closed my 


eyes and imagined myself on the stage, playing guitar. | was completely taken by the music, letting my 


imagination take me far away, leaving the real world behind. 


Suddenly, | felt a creepy chills as if someone was watching me, and my eyes flew open Uncle Tom was standing 
at the door with an weird look on his face. Oh.. shit. | quickly turned the radio off, hiding it behind my back, and 


prepared myself for a long conversation about the evil in the music | listened to. 


He walked to me, ripped the radio from my hands and smashed it on the floor. | gasped, watching pieces of my 
treasure scattering on the dark wood. My only escape was gone, and it was too much for me to handle. My 


fingers tightened to fists, as | looked back at my uncle, not even trying to cover my fury. 


"I hate your house and your rules! | hate being here! It's like a prison! If Mom doesn't want me back, I'll run 


away, | will not stay herel | fucking hate itll!" 


"How dare you swear in this house! You little demon! How dare you speak to me in that tone of voice?" He 
stepped closer, Towering over me, anger twisted his face, and | felt his fist hitting my jaw, knocking me off my 
feet and to the floor. Sharp pain and the taste of blood brought tears to my eyes and fed up my anger to a 
boiling point. 


"Nazi! You're a fucking Nazil | hate you!" 


| was ready for another hit or verbal outburst, but his face changed and he reached to me, carefully helping 


me up. 

‘Sorry... | didn't mean to hit you.." He wiped blood off my face and | felt my eyes watering. All the anger and 
frustration was coming out. My parents’ divorce, my mother's breakdown, me stuck here, unable to do 
anything about it, all of it twisted my body in iron claw of self-pity, pushing out in tears. He pulled me to him, 


letting me cry on his chest, and stroked my hair. 


"Don't cry.. everything will be okay.." His hand slid to my back, pulling me closer and | felt his fingers moving 
lower. "You're such a beautiful girl.. so beautiful.. so much fire in you.. 


He lowered his head, pulling my face up and his lips touched mine as his hands slid under my top, pushing up. A 
wave of sickness raised in my throat. Had he lost his mind? | pushed back in horror but he gripped to my hand 
pushing it to his hardened groin 


"What are you doing?" | ripped my arm out of his grip, backing up in disbelieve, of what was happening. 


He licked his lips, closing in on me with hungry look. "Just be a good girl, let me have what | want, and | won't 


hurt you." 
He had a disgusting lustful grin on as he stepped closer, trapping me between him and the bed. 


"You're my uncle! You sick fuck!" One thought was pulsating in my mind. | had to run. | had to get away. 


He read my intentions, moving in fast and pushing me on the bed, his body pushed me into the covers, his 
hands battling with mine, twisting, pulling, grabbing, disgustingly hungry. 


"Let me go!” | screamed and managed to push him off of me. | couldn't believe this was happening, all | could 
think of was running. Away from him, from this house. He caught up with me on the balcony a few steps 
from the stairs, sending me down to the floor with another blow to the side of my head. He quickly lowered 
himself to me, and | tried to push him off, but he was much stronger. 


"You have no where to run, no one wants you!" 
"Let me go, you bastard!" 


In a seconds, my hands were pulled to the side and pinned to the floor and his lips moved by my ear in creepy 


whisper. 


"| don't want to hurt you.. so just be a good girl and let me take what | want... | will get it one way or the 
other." He pushed one of my arms under my body, so he can free one of his hands preventing me from 


fighting back. And | winced with pain, barely breathing under his weight. 


His hand searched my body as he laid slobbery kisses on my face and neck. | felt his erection pressing against 
my groin, rubbing against me and all | could do is turn my head trying to escape his hungry lips, that were 


whispering into my exposed skin 
"Good girl.. good little girl." 


His hand caught my chin, holding my face in place and his lips covered mine. | felt nausea raising up from my 
stomach, when his tongue slid on my tightly closed teeth. My heart was racing from fear and anger, but | was 
helpless in his strong grip. As soon as he pulled back, | spat into his face and received a few strong blows of 
his fist to my face. His hands ripped my top in half and | pleaded with the last hope that his mind would 


return to him. 


"Please don't..you can't." | tried to fight back, but he pressed his forearm to my throat, making me gasp for 
air. His hand tore the rest rest of my top off and gripped my breast. As his hungry hand slid to my pajama 
pants, pulling them off, | bit into his forearm and received another series of hits, that made my head spin. 
This wasn't happening, was all | could think. 


Soon he got more impatient and pulled one of my hand to his groin, rubbed the back of it against his erected 
dick. 


"You're such a good little girl.. mnn." He lifted himself slightly, to take his pants off and | saw my only chance 
to get away from this nightmare. 


‘| said, fuck off!" | pushed him to side, kicked him in the groin with my knee, and quickly stood up. Everything 


went blurry and | held on to a nearby wall. 


"You little bitch! I'l kill youl" He grabbed my arm, twisting it behind my back and threw me against the wall, 
pulling and twisting my arm up. Sharp pain ran through my body as | felt my bone crack | fell to my knees and 


in a slow motion | saw his steal-toed boot coming toward me, sharp pain on the side of my chest followed. 


Another kick reached my shoulder and another landed on my stomach, | was trying to cover my face and 


chest as best | could as he was taking his anger out. 


"Bitch! You will be obedient!" My mouth was full of blood, it was hard to breath. | felt my bones break, my 
ribs, arms, every kick bringing more agony, a few blows reached my face and my brain gave up under 


overwhelming pain. 


Just don't pass out, don't pass out, if you do, he'll.. the darkness closed over me. 


| felt the cold floor under my body, and tried to move but pain immediately came back. | couldn't see very well, 
one of my eyes was swollen shot, all | could see is rail of the stairs and a white wall. How long was | out? Did 
he? Oh please no.. | moved my head, feeling my body with my hand and felt tears burning over my wounded 


face. My clothes was gone, legs were spread apart and the floor under me was sticky with blood. 


"You're awake, good. You're mine now, and now on | want you to be a good girl and do what | say." He liked his 


lips, lowering himself by my legs. 
"No! | won't!" | didn't recognize my own voice, distorted with pain. 


With all of the strength of my broken body | pushed him with my legs, putting all my anger into it. Sharp pain 
twisted my chest, making me breath shallow and fast. His bloody hand slid on the wall, trying to get a grip 
before his body tilted back, eyes widened and he was gone out of my bleary vision, his scream abruptly 
stopped with a cracking noise. | pulled myself to the edge, just to see him lay on the floor, his eyes were open, 
head turned to the side in a weird position | rolled to my side and another sharp pain made me gasp, breathing 


came out in bubbling red foam. 


| turned to the side, and tried to get up, holding up to the wall, and leaving blood marks all over the white 
paint. | pulled the phone off the hook, dialing emergency number and bent over with a cough shaking my body, 
twisting more pain out of my broken ribs. | fell back to the floor spitting out blood, and choking. Everything 
turned red, then black.. 


"Angell Please wake up! It's just a dream. Angel! Baby!" Someone was holding my shoulders. My eyes flew open 


and | saw my husband's worried face in front of me. 


"James!" | gripped his waist, pulling him close, my face was wet with tears, my body was shaking with the 


remains of pain. 


"You were screaming and crying, | tried to wake you up.. Are you okay?" The sound of his voice chased my 


demons away, the pain slowly rendered as my mind returned form my past, to present time. 
"tm going to Hell.when | die." | sobbed into his shoulder. 

He pulled away, smiling. "Angels don't go to Hell, even Hell Angels." 

"This one will." | pushed closer to him, fighting my tears. "I know..he's waiting for me there...” 


James took my face in his hands and looked into my eyes. "That was just a dream.. what ever you saw, it 


wasn't real." 


"I wish it wasn't.. it happened a long time ago.. | never told you.." | let him go and sat up on the bed, pulling my 


knees to my chest and wrapping my arms around them, to stop my shivers. 
"What are you talking about?" James sat by my me, pulling me back into his arms. 


"Remember when we went skiing in Colorado and | fell? They did x rays and the doctor asked me about all 


those old injuries." 


"Yeah.. | remember... | saw x-ray, he showed me while you were changing.. he counted twenty-seven broken 


bones.. you said they are from a car accident." 

| lowered my face into my knees and whispered. 

‘I've never been in a car accident..l." | took a deep breath and swallowed, fighting my tears. 

"When | was thirteen.. my uncle raped me.. | was fighting back..he beat the shit out of me..till | passed out..and 
he..and then | woke up and.. | push him down the stairs.. | killed him." | tried to swallow the lump in my throat. 
"He's in Hell. that is where l'm going.. and he's there waiting for me.." 

James' arms tightened around me, hand carefully pulled my face up and | saw his eyes darkened, muscles on 
his cheeks moved, tensing up in anger. He pulled me to him and | felt his jaw clench, teeth grinned as his 


whispered. 


"You were just a kid.. baby." He choked on his words pulling me closer, his hand brushed over my hair, lips 
pressed to my head, quivering. 


"You're not going to Hell, you killed a monster, not a man" 


XIV. Touch too Much 


XIV. Touch too Much. 
(Angel's POV) 


We were in Hawaii, | don't know whose idea it was to record here, but in the four months we'd spent here, we 
had most of the songs of the new album done. My family enjoyed tropical weather and fun on the beach, 

vacation for them and work for me, but at least we were together. | just wish James was here with me, but 
he was touring in Europe. | knew I'd see him soon, only a few more days of listening and picking out the songs 


that would be included on the album and I'd be free to join my husband. 


After recording all day, then taking my daughter and my mother to the airport, | felt drained, all | wanted to 
do was jump into bed and sleep. | walked up to my room and was just about to open the door when Chris, one 


of my guitar techs, appeared by me with a wide smile on his face. 
"Angel, | was looking for you." He had one of my guitar cases in his hands. "| brought your Green Envy back." 


"You fixed it already? That's great, thank you! Come in" | opened the door, almost wincing when turn of the 
wrist brought more pain to my already aching forearm. "Just put it on the table." 


Chris was a young boy, with long brown wavy hair and big puppy-like green eyes. He'd been a roadie before 
becoming my guitar tech. He'd followed us for two years, eager to help with everything. One day Mike asked 
him to help take care of my guitars and Chris became his little helper. 


When Mike had a family emergency, Chris took his place at the show and did a pretty good job, so | decided to 
officially hire him as a second tech. He was so exited, | think | saw a few tears in his eyes when | told him the 
news. Since that he was always around, following me everywhere, Bruce started joking about that, calling him 
‘Angel's boy-toy’. 

| watched him carefully lay the case on the table, unconsciously rubbing my arm. It had been bothering me for 
the last two days and today was the worst. Maybe | should listen to my mother and find a good massage 
therapist to deal with this. 

"Is it still hurting?" Chris looked at me with sympathy. 


"Yeah... it's an old injury. bugs me time to time, very annoying.” | answered on autopilot, busy with my 


thoughts. 
"If you don't mind.. | can try to help.” 


"Knock yourself out." | sat down on the bed and stretched my arm out to him. 


He took my forearm in his hands and rubbed in small circular movements, the pain immediately started to dull 
down 


"If you lie down, so your muscles relaxed, it would work better." She shyly smiled. 


"Kick me if | start snoring." | dropped back into my bed, leaving my arm stretched to the side and closed my 
eyes, feeling his finger slowly moving along my arm. 


The phone rung and | used my free hand to answer it, pulling it off the hook 

"Hello?" 

"Hi baby! How was your day?"James' voice made me smile. 

"James! It was long, but l'm finally on my bed. I'm so happy to hear your voice!" 

"Same here." 

"What have you been up to?" 

Chris continued to massage along my arm, his finger painfully pushed in and made me wince and curse. 
"Fuck! Chris.. not that deep!" 

‘Sorry.t'll try to be more gentle." He continued with the massage and | noticed his hands were shaking. 


"Angel, who's Chris?" James' voice sounded low on the other end of the line. 


(James' POV) 

As soon as | heard Angel talking to some fucker named Chris my heart jumped. Wait... didn't she said she's in 
her bed? Her words sparked a graphic image in my mind and jealousy rose up in me with the speed of 
lightning, followed closely by anger. | tightened my fists, and my voice came out low and loud. 

"Angel, who's Chris?" 


"He is my new guitar tech.. | told you about him a few months ago, remember?" 


"And what is he doing in your room?" In your bed? | tried to chase the image out of my head and hold my 


anger in check. 


"He's massaging my arm, and doing a very good job, | don't believe it, but the pain is actually gone!" 
He is touching my wife's arm! Ugh.. fucker you are dead! Slow and very painful death! 


"So if you're busy.. " Ohh.. how | want to come there and grab this dickhead Chris by the neck and shake him 
till it snaps. 


Take a deep breath James, just breathe! You trust her.. she wouldn't never do that to you. But the guy who's 
in your wife's room at this time of night is a different story.. 
Guitar tech or not, he is a guy and she is beautiful woman, they are alone, on her bed and you know what he's 


thinking, drooling over her.. wishing.. Fuck! My fists become tighter. 


"James, do you really think | prefer anything to you? | miss you! | love you! | wish you were here with me.. 
more than anything in the world!" 


Her words calmed me down, leaving me feeling a little guilty for my outburst of jealousy. Why did | get so 
angry? | know she loves me and only me. | closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Time to time | was thinking 
about groupies.. her groupies.. my wife was a beautiful woman, she was a rockstar and she had army of her 
own fans. | never let those thought develop fully, knowing | would drive myself crazy and what happened just a 


few minutes ago, proved that | was right. 


| heard her saying thanks and good night to the tech. | was wishing he would get hit with a brick on his fucking 
head on the way to his room. | heard the door close and after a short pause Angel returned to the phone. 


| really miss you.. | want you.." Her voice changed to soft and playful. "James.. What are you wearing right 
now?" 


Needless to say all thoughts about some guy and all that I'd imagines were gone in a second. | laid down on the 


bed, closing my eyes with anticipation 
"Just jeans." My lips smiled. 


"Mnnmn.. | love those tight jeans on you.. so sexy... outline everything... perfect fit." She murmured back, making 
my jeans feel tighter. God, this woman can drive me from angry to feral with just a few simple words. | run 


my hand down my chest and lower to my stomach. 


| want to feel your hands on my skin.. feel your lips." | whispered back, imagining just that and feeling 


increasing pressure in my Jeans. 


| would stand above you on my knees.. wearing just a half buttoned shirt. | would start slowly taking it off.. 
one button at the time, letting you enjoy the view.. your hands would reach to my waist.. then move to my 


breasts.. your thumbs rubbing on my nipples.. making me bend closer to you... mmnm.. you get a hold of my 


hips and pull me harder to your groin.. arching under me.. then | kiss my way through your stomach to your 
neck.. push my breasts against your bare chest..my lips trailing kisses back down to your stomach..you feel 

my tongue on your skin just above your jeans... sucking your skin.. Oh.. James... you taste so good... then I'l slid 
my tongue under the wast band of your pants and pull on the button with my teeth.. looking into your eyes..." 


My mind brought that image out and a loud moan escaped my lips. My hand slipped lower down my stomach, 
popping jeans button open. 


"Angel... mnn.. please.. more." My second moan resonated in the phone. 


"Then I'll slide down lower.. and wrap my lips around your bulge.. teasing you with my teeth through the 
fabric.. pressing.. biting.. feeling you cock grow, pushing up, pulsating under your jeans." 


"Oh... baby.. yes." My hips rose up, pulling the fabric over my groin tighter, my hand pressed and moved over 
the jeans. 


"Then. I'll get a hold of your zipper with my teeth, slowly pulling it down, teasing exposed part of your flesh 


with my tongue..mmnn..baby.." 


My mind followed her words and | felt more blood rushing to my cock. | unzipped and pushed my pants down, 


reaching for my rapidly growing hardness. 


"Then I'll pull your pants down, lowering me face to you and flip my tongue on the tip of your cock.. stroking 
you slowly with my hand.. I'll let my tongue travel from the tip all the way to the base, sucking on the skin 
and pull up.. then I'll lick my lips.. look at you. Fuck me.. Fuck me James.. | want you to fuck my face.. | want 
you to grip my hair and push me onto your dick.. | want to feel you ramming into my mouth, pushing me onto 


you.. Fuck me baby!" 


Her words brought my imagination and my urge to a peak, my hand grasped my cock harder, other hand grip 
into the covers, hips pushed up to an image of Angel's full lips above my dick. 


"Oh.baby.. suck me... let me fuck your mouth.. suck me harder..." 


"IIl suck you deeper in, twisting my tongue around.. pulling your hips closer..." 


| jerked myself faster, feeling a wave of pleasure building within my core. 


"Yes.. oh.. fuck." | could almost feel her lips around my cock, my hand slid lower to the base, firmly pushing 
back up. 


"You feel my mouth tightening around your cock, sucking.. my hand caressing your balls.with every movement 
you push my head to you and arch your hips.. feeling my lips sliding up and down on your flesh.." Her voice 
started to become hoarse, breathing deepened. | gripped my cock harder, stroking faster, feeling every word, 
growling in the back of my throat. 


"Yes..mnnn..Angel..” 


"Harder James.. fuck me harder.. | want you to come.. | want to taste your come.. | want to swallow it all.. 
please baby, let me have it.. " Her breathing sped up and my hand moved faster, my grip tightening further. | 
felt a wave of pleasure riding through my body, slashing to my groin, and | pushed down harder, sinking my 


head into the pillow and releasing my seed with a loud moan, 


"Mnnnhhh.. fuck." | felt warmth spill over my hand and my stomach, my body clenching a few more times. 


" fuck.yes.." 
"Oh.. James...mmnnn.. James!" Her loud moan followed mine. 


"Baby, | love you so much!" | breathed out, feeling the last ripples of orgasm raging through my body and 
hearing my wife breathing in gasps on the other side of the line. 


"I love you too..that was so good." 


"It sure was..few more days and you'll be here..in my arms. can't wait." | really can't wait.. to feel all that.. 


mnnhh.. 


"You know what.. fuck it.. | will make everyone to finish it all tomorrow, they can hate me for staying up all 
night and the party could be shortened and continued on the plane! | want to see you, and two days is too 


long!" | heard her words and smiled. 


| was going to say | can drop everything here and fly there.. but then, you'll never finish your job. ‘coz lll 


never let you out of the room...” 


"My plan is better! | do need to finish my work!" Angel laughed. "One day baby.. just one day and we'll be 
together..." 


| smiled and opened my eyes, reaching for a tissue to clean myself up. 


(Chris POV) 


| was sitting on her bed, holding her arm in my hands, and all my insides were shaking while | tried my best 
not to show it to her. My thumbs circled along her forearm, her skin was so silky and warm. She was laying 
so close to me, with closed eyes and | felt myself shivering. Oh God, | wanted to kiss her so badly. 


From the moment | first saw her at the show, when | was sixteen, | fantasized about her, thinking at first 
that this was just a crush, that it would go away, but it didn't. | couldn't stop thinking about her, | became 
obsessed with her. 


When | turned seventeen | started following Iron Maiden on tours, doing everything | could to see her more 
often | got close with some roadies, | never told anyone what kind of family | was from, so when they asked 
me to go get beer or water, treating me like dirt, | was laughing inside. If they only knew that this go-get-it 
boy that sweeps the stage could easily buy the hotel that they all were staying in But all the money in the 
world couldn't buy me what | wanted. | wanted Hell Angel and this was the only way to be closer to her. 


| did everything possible and impossible, learning all about the guitars, getting closer with her guitar tech Mike. 
| talked about guitars, | asked him questions and he finally let me help him. The first time he let me to hold 
one of Angel's guitars, | felt my blood boiling, her hands had touched it, | barely held my self from pressing 
that guitar to my body. 


When Mike had a family emergency, | saw my chance, | knew the routing very well. Watching Angel's every 
show from side of the stage, | knew when she needed water, or a towel, when she would change guitars, what 


song required what sound and how she like her guitar to be handed to her, I'd learned it all. 


| made sure that everything was absolutely perfect, and when at the end of the show she wrapped her towel 
around my neck and told me that | did good, | was in seventh heaven. When she told me that she was hiring 


me as a second guitar tech | almost cried, my dream to be close to her was coming true. 


And now I'm here in her hotel room, on her bed, with my hands touching her arm.. long two years of hard 
work had finally paid off. 

The loud ring of the phone broke my string of thoughts. When she answered it, her face lit up with an 
amazing smile, and | felt wave of anger. James.. fucking James Hetfield! The guy who had her to himself. What 


does she see in him? Why does she love him so much? 

From the talks backstage between roadies, | knew that he'd cheated on her once, well, if there is one time 
there is always more. How could he hurt her like that? To have a woman like that as your wife, do you need 
anything else? | would never even look at another woman if she was mine. He didn't deserve her! My fingers 
pressed dipper into her arm, and she winced. 


"Fuck! Chris.. not that deep!" 


"Sorry. I'll try to be more gentle." My hands started to shake. Dammit! Get a grip! | heard a loud voice from 
the phone. 


"Angel, who's Chris?" 
"He is my new guitar tech.. | told you about him a few months ago.. remember?" 
She was talking about me! 


"And what is he doing in your room?" 


| was enjoying my moment with her, till you interrupted. 

"He's massaging my arm, and doing a very good job, | don't believe it, but the pair's is actually gone!" 
Oh Argel, | can do so much more.. if only you let me. 

"So if you're busy.. " 

Yes, we are! 


"James, do you really think | prefer anything to you? | miss you! | love you! | wish you were here with me.. 
more than anything in the world!" 


Her words stabbed me right in the heart, | let her arm go, lowering my head. More than anything in the 
world..why? Why him? | looked back at her face, she was smiling, not even looking at me, like | didn’t exist. | 
stood up and she lowered the phone. 


"Thank you so much for the massage, Chris, you should go. I'll see you tomorrow. Good night!" 


"It was nothing.. I'm glad to help.. Good night Angel!" | walked to the door, closing it behind me, | heard her 
turning the lock and pressed my back to the wall beside the door. 
She loves him.. she'll never let you get too close.. to her you're just a second guitar tech and nothing more. | 


slid down to the floor, my eyes filled with tears and | wiped them with my fist. 


Why did | have to fall in love with a married woman, an older woman, an amazingly beautiful, and painfully 
unavailable woman? Well, she is not that much older, just eight years. She didn't look a day over twenty. If | 
could tell her, that all my life revolves around her, that I'd do anything for her.. anything, | would kill for her, | 


would die for her.. | would. 


| pushed myself up and was ready to go, when a little noise from her room got my attention What was that? 
It almost sounded like a moan.. is she... ? | quickly looked around, making sure no one is watching me, and press 


my ear to the door. 
| head her talking on the phone, the words she said made me blush. God.. | couldn't believe | was hearing this. 


| heard her moan again and my body answered by sending my blood to my groin | knew that none of it was 


meant for my ears, but | couldn't stop listening. It was so hot.. 


My hand unconsciously slid to my quickly increasing bulge. Oh.. God, it's so wrong! Have | become one of those 
creepy guys that secretly watches other people and masturbates? Sick.. | should just go.. | feel like a perv, but 
my body didn't move, hand pressed stronger to my groin and | barely held back a moan.. | have to hear this... | 
need to hear this. This is as close as you ever get to sex with her Chris.. so just enjoy it.. 


XV. Open your eyes. 


XV. Open your eyes. 


(Angel's POV) 


The flight to London was taking forever since we decided to use a regular plane instead of our jet, we needed 
to fit all people from the crew who were involved in the recording. | tried to get comfortable, but the 
anticipation of seeing my family was getting hold of me and all my thoughts were about Kat and James. My 
baby girl and my Love. 


James had one more show in Germany, then short break and after that Metallica would start their North 
American tour. We planned to meet in London, spend a week there, and then fly back to the US. | couldn't wait 
to see him, be in his arms. | smiled at my thoughts and closed my eyes. 


| felt uneasy feeling of someone's watching me, and my eyes flew open. | pulled up to look around, but everyone 
was sleeping, | was the only one who was still awake. Last night's new album celebration party had continued on 
the plane until everyone had fallen into a drunk coma. Maybe | was imagining things, | should get some rest. | 


pulled the blanket closer to me and adjusted my pillow, just a few more days.. 


As soon as | closed my eyes, | felt someone's gaze on me again. What the fuck? Am | going crazy? | looked 
around one more time and carefully examined all the faces | could see. Everyone was asleep. Was | finally 


starting to feel the effects of alcohol? Starting to get paranoid? That's just great. Sleep! Fuck it all and sleep. 


(Chris' POV) 


After what I'd heard behind Angel's hotel room door last night, | felt different. It was like she'd been telling me 
all those words, and my imagination continued to play that scene for the rest of the night and though out the 
next day. It made me blush furiously every time she'd talk to me. | tried to avoid eye contact with her, afraid 
that she would read in my eyes what I'd done. 


At the party | had sat down in the corner, trying to be invisible, and just watched her. 


"Hey Chris, you're part of the crew now, you don't have to hide, here have some beer, you're of drinking age, 


aren't you?" Mike was standing by me with a bottle of beer in his hand. 


"Yeah, thanks, l'm almost twenty, the drinking age in the UK." | took the bottle from his hands and took a sip. 
Bruce was saying something funny and when | heard Angel's beautiful laugh | couldn't help but turn to look at 
her. Mike followed my gaze. 


"Boy, you need to get her out of your head, or you will lose your job. She never acts like a diva, down to earth 
and very nice, not to mention beautiful. it's easy to fall for her. But don't mistake her kindness for anything 
more than just that." 


I'm not.. she is amazing, but | don't think of her that way..” | looked down feeling my face burn 


"Right... just keep telling yourself that, | wouldn't want to lose a good helper." He laughed and pat me on the 
shoulder then made his way back to other roadies. Dammit! | need to learn to hide my feelings better if a half 


drunk man can read me so easily. 


The party continued on the plane until everyone was piss drunk. | chose a seat in the front, so | could see 
Angel's face. She drank as much as the others but the alcohol seemed to not have much effect on her, she 
didn't look drunk, just tired. She was falling asleep and | could finally watch her without anyone getting in the 
way. She smiled, probably thinking about her husband again and my hand painfully gripped into my seat. | hated 


him so much! 


| knew that it would be a long time before | could see her again. Unless | could come up with something. Maybe 
| could ask her to get me into the Metallica show, tell her that | couldn't get a ticket, or something like that.. 


no.. that would be too obvious.. 


| needed to come up with a good story, get a schedule of the shows and accidentally meet her in the hotel 
that they were planning to stay in. | needed to see her, | couldn't have her out of my sight for long, it hurt 


too much. 


(James's POV) 


It was raining and the car was moving with the speed of a dead cow, fucking traffic was terrible. | swear, | 
could've walk faster! | could've run and be home sooner! | asked Angel not to meet me at the airport, | took an 
earlier plane to surprise my family by arriving five hours before the planned time, but this traffic was 


screwing it all up! | hit the seat of the taxi with my back, throwing frustrated look behind the window. Fuck! 
An hour later, | was finally at my door. | carefully opened it and walked inside. Angel's Mom, Emily, was 
watching TV in the living room and my little baby girl was sleeping at her side. | sighed and dropped my bags 


on the floor. | was finally home. 


"Hey James!" My mother-in-law stood up and gave me a hug, then looked back. "Kat insisted on waiting for 
you, and promised to go to bed only when you got home, but fell asleep." 


"Hi Morl I'll take her to bed. Where's Angel?" 


"She just went to shower a few min--" 


"Daddy?" The sleepy voice of my daughter made me smile and | walked up to the couch, picking up my four 


years old treasure in my arms. 

"Hey Kitty! | missed you so much!" 

"Daddy! You're homelll" She wrapped her arms around my neck, and | kissed the top of her head. 
"Did you miss me?" | kissed her smiling face, walking to my bags. 

"| did! Mommy said you'd be home later, when | was asleep, and | wanted to wait for you!" 


"Good thing you did! | have something for you. You told me you wanted a pink bear, right?" | try to open the 


bag with one arm. 


She scrunched her little nose. "Pink? It's okay if you got a pink one.. | wanted a white one, but I'll love it 
anyway!" 


| smiled and pulled a big white bear out of my bag, watching Kats eyes widening and her face light up with a 
big smile. 


"IFs white! | love it! Thank you Daddy!!!" She took her new toy into her hands, trying to hug me and the bear 


at the same time. 


‘Its so pretty! Now Kat, you promised to go to bed when Daddy gets home, it's way passed your bed time." 
Emily walked to the stairs. "It's passed my bed time too, good night James! l'm glad to see you back home." 


"Night, Mom!" 


| carried my baby into her room and tucked her in, covering her tightly with the blanked, and kissed her 
forehead. 


"Sweet dreams my princess.’ 

She wrapped her little arms around the bear and yawned, closing her eyes. "Night, Daddy." 

| almost ran back down to the second floor and stepped into my bedroom, closing and locking door behind me. | 
could hear water running in the shower and Angel's voice murmuring Sad But True. | smiled at the sound of 


her voice, quickly losing my clothes on the way to the bathroom. 


By the time | got to the door | was as hard as | have ever been | could see Angel's naked figure through the 
fogged glass, she was standing with her back to me under the water, singing. 


"I'm your truth, telling lies, l'm your reasoned alibis.." 


| quietly opened the shower door and wrapped my arms around my wife's body, kissing her shoulder, 


whispering into her skin. 
‘I'm inside open your eyes..." 
"James!" She turned in my arms, pulling me tight to her, and our lips met, splashing heat down to my groin. | 


sighed, running my hands over her wet body, feeling myself shake with desire as she pulled me under the 


warm streams. 


We parted our lips just to whisper ‘| love you' before locking in another passionate kiss. She ran her hands 
over my chest and to my stomach and my cock jerked, pressing to her hip. She moaned pressing closer as | 


teased her hard nipples between my fingers. 
"Did you miss me?" 
"Oh.. baby. | missed you so much... | want you.. now." She stroked my flesh and a shock wave ran through my 


body, | released another moan and pushing her to the shower wall. It had been so long since I'd touched her 


and my insides were boiling as her warm wet body pulsated under mine, sending ripples of fire through by 


blood. 


"Oh. baby." All | could breathe out, pulling her up in my arms and pressing her to the wall. She wrap her arms 


around my neck and pushed herself onto me with a moan 

"Uh... James...” 

| drove deeper into her with a loud growl, pushing her against the wall as she arched her back 

‘Oh... God.. yes." | pulled out only to slam deeper with the next pulling her legs up to get deeper. Her lips rushed 
to mine, hands gripped into my hair and | started moving fast and rough, slamming her body into the wall. God 
it felt so good.. | missed her too much. 

Her lips let go of mine, releasing my name and | felt her tighten around my cock. | increased my speed, gasping 
for air, as she bit my lower lip, sucking on it. My body was so close to peak, the water was hitting my back, 
making it feel like multiple fingers massaging my skin. | tired to hold on, a little longer to let her get her 
pleasure, but | knew | was about to lose it. 


"Baby.. please.. come for me.. let me feel it.. | need to feel it." | pleaded, feeling my orgasm drawing closer. 


She tilted her head back, breathing in trace gasps. Her lips parted, releasing a moan. 


her, spilling my seed. 


"Fuck..Yes.." 


She was moving on my still erected cock, grinding herself up and down a few more times before a loud moan 


escaped her lips. 
Oh... baby." | felt her tighten and clench on me before collapsing against my shoulder. 
| let her down, moving her wet hair from her face, and smiled. 


"| love how you get all bleary eyed after sex, your lips slightly swollen, blushed cheeks... an amazingly beautiful 


sight." 
She kissed my neck, tracing her lips to my jaw and smiled. 
"Well, then you don't mind to see it again.. after we dry off.. the bed is waiting for round two." 


"And round three.. you know | can never get enough of you... 


XVI. Every Breath You Take... 


XVI. Every Breath You Take.. 
(Angel's POV) 


The sun was shining right in my face and | tried to turn to get away from it, but it lit the whole room so 
brightly that there was no escaping it. Dammit! | guess | just have to get up. | looked at the clock, and sighed. 
Ten forty five am, fuck! Its too early! 


A sea breeze moved the curtains and | breathed in smell of fresh air and looked through the open balcony 


door. The ocean.. | loved it.. the second best thing in the world to see in the morning, and the first one would 


be.. 


| turned my head to still sleeping James, and smiled. He was laying on his side with one arm on the pillow under 
his head, tangled in his hair, the other arm resting on my stomach. His covers pulled off, leaving his strong 
lean naked body open Mnnnnn.the best sight to see. 


God, | love this man so much.. | love him to pieces. Love this little twist on his hairline, that makes his hair 
curl upwards above his forehead, love his amazing blue eyes, his button nose, love when he wrinkles it making 
funny faces.. | love those scars on his cheeks, his tender lips, that could be so demanding, so passionate... love 
his mustache, that tickles my skin, when he kisses me.. love his strong neck, love how it flashes, tensing up 
right before he comes.. his broad shoulders.. his long strong arms, love when he wraps them around me, 


making me feel absolutely safe. 


| love his chest, love to press my ear to it, just listening to his big loving heart beat strong and peaceful.. | 

love his stomach, his belly button, that trail of hair, leading to his groin.. his dick, that even now in his resting 
state looks unbelievably yummy.. | love that little curve on his back, his perfect ass, his long lean legs.. | love 
all of him, every little part.. | barely held myself back from running my fingers over his skin and let my eyes 


travel over his body once again, enjoying my view. 


Who ever said that the feelings dull down with the time was never seriously in love. We'd been together for a 
little over five years now and my love didn't fade, if anything it got stronger and deeper. | breathed in, 
overwhelmed with loving feeling. | should let him sleep a little longer. | trailed my eyes over his perfect frame 


one more time and as my eyes slid to the tan line from his shorts, | smiled, remembering yesterday. 


We spent all day on the beach with the rest of the band joined us and it was great! James, Lars and Kirk, join 
little Kat in building a sand castle, it was so funny to see three grown men, play in the sand, like little boys. 
Jason was here too but was preoccupied with his new model-looking girlfriend. Sun, ocean, and people who | love 


around me. The day would've been absolutely perfect, but | couldn't enjoy it fully. 


| couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. It was happening since that plane ride and at first | thought it 


was just my imagination, not paying much attention to it. But the truth is, it was creeping me the fuck out. It 
was different. 


| knew how it felt on stage, with hundreds of eyes set on my every move.. paparazzi cameras following you 
everywhere. This was not like that, this was constant, blood chilling, stalker alert feeling. | looked back at the 
balcony, and shivered. | need to start closing the curtains at night. | heard so many crazy stories from other 


musicians. Seriously.. | need to remember to close doors and blinds. 

James' hand moved on my stomach and | turned my attention back to pleasant thoughts, pushing darkness 
away. He looked so comfy, with his hair spread on the pillow, lips parted, releasing a soft snore. Okay baby, I'll 
give you few more minutes to sleep, but | have to get up. | don't want to, but | have to, Mom and Kat are 
probably already up.. | started slowly move to the edge of the bed and felt James’ grip tighten around my 
waist. 

"No... just a few more minutes." He pulled me closer and buried his face in my neck. 

"We have to." | brushed his hair of his face. "| wish we could just stay in bed all day.. but.. we need to get 
dressed, you don't want our daughter or my Mom find us naked, do you? You know that balcony is joined to 
their room." 

James lifted his head and looked at the open sliding door, pulling the sheet over his body. 

"You think they're already up? | don't hear anything." His head returned back to my neck. 


“They're just trying to be quiet, like we did last night.” | giggled, feeling James tracing bites on my neck and 


continued. "We'll have time to ourselves later Today... all alone.. no need to muffle our moans...” 


His lips slid over my shoulder, and | felt his smile against my skin. "Unless you changed your mind and want to 
go to Disneyland." 


"Hm... let me think.. an afternoon with you alone in this room..or a crowded place with a bunch of kids dragging 
their exhausted parents from one ride to the next... ooh.. tough choice..." | bit my lip, trying to hold back my 
smile and thinking out-loud. "I don't know.. roller coasters are kind of fun.. that tingling sensation in the pit of 
your stomach when you rush down.. wind taking your breath away..screams of joy.” 


James pulled me closer, whispering in my ear. 


"I can give you a better ride.. I'll promise you will feel all that.. and more.." 


(Chris POV) 


For the last few months | was following Metallica on their tour. It became my new game, watching Angel from 


a distance without her noticing. | wanted to show myself to her, but fucking Hetfield was always around. What's 
the point of letting her know, if | can't spend any time with her? | didn't existed for her when he was near. | 
clenched my teeth.. and he always is! | couldn't wait for her to start her own tour, | could be by her side all 


day, everyday. 


| even went to a all Metallica gigs, making sure | could see her, | was one face in the crowd that wasn't paying 
attention to the band on stage. Despite that seen her watch her husband on stage, was killing me, | couldnt 
stop. The way she was looking at him, | would gladly die for one look like that from her. 


If before | was okay seen her time to time, now | couldn't stay away even for one day. My obsession grew like 
a wild fire, and | didn't try to contain it any longer, | accepted and embraced it. Yes l'm in love, I'm obsessed, 
I've turned into a stalker.. so be it! 


Thank God | had plenty of money to feed my obsession needs. Before the trip to Florida | made sure | had all | 
needed. | rented a small boat, bought the best military binoculars, and found out what hotel they were staying 
in. Honestly, people can't hold any secrets in the face of the mighty dollar. | was sure with Angel's love of the 
ocean and sun, | would see plenty of her. 


Yesterday she was on the beach, wearing a bikini and | had to see her amazing body without anyone 
interrupting me. Renting a boat was a great ideal As | predicted she picked the room with window facing the 
ocean and hoped to see even more, but last night she turned the lights off, and | swore at myself for not 
thinking of night scope. 


This morning | made sure my boat was still right in front of the hotel where she was staying, making myself 
comfortable in my little hideout. The hotel was at my full view, | could see the road in front of it, the main 
entrance and their balcony. | saw them going out for breakfast and return Shortly after they came down 
again, but this time only to kiss her mother and daughter, waived to the car and went back in 


| took binoculars to my eyes, scanning the building. Lets see.. her room.. on the left of the elevator.. please let 
the blinds still be open.. | moved the binoculars lower and gasped, Angel was standing on the balcony, looking 
over the water. | zoomed in on her face, the breeze was gently moving her hair and she looked so beautiful, 


peaceful and relaxed. 


She turned her head back and said something with a smile. Shirtless James appeared from within the room and 


wrapped his arm around her, kissing her neck. 
Fuck! | wish | was him.. 


She got her arms around his shoulders, pulling herself up to sit on the balcony rail. They started kissing, his 
hands were holding her tight and she pulled him closer, running her fingers through his hair. It should be me 
up there with her. | love her more than he does, he doesn’t deserve her! | felt my fingers tightening around 
the binoculars. 


Meanwhile Hetfield pulled Angel off the rail, and carried her inside of the room. 


She slid out his arms laughing and pushed him on the bed, mounting him and pulling her shirt off.. | almost 
jumped, feeling my hands shake. 


‘Oh... yes! Oh Angel.. turn, please turn, | need to see you." 


Suddenly she turned and looked right at me.. as if she heard me. She quickly stood up walking to the balcony, 


for a split second | got a glimpse of her breasts before she pulled the curtains closed. 


"Dammit!!!" | lowered my binoculars and dropped back into my chair. Did she felt it? | need to find other way.. | 


need a different plan, | want to be closer. 


(Angel's POV) 

My skin crawled when | felt | was being watched again. | turned and looked at the ocean, but all | could see was 
a few boats. The feeling didn't leave and | quickly got up, closing the blinds, breathing out in relief. When | 
turned back to James, he was sitting on the bed with a puzzled look on his face. 


"What was that?" He cocked his eyebrow. 


"I just don't want anyone to see us." | smiled at him, walking back to him and placing my hands on his 


shoulders. 

"That's new.. you've never cared before.. as | remember." He pulled me closer, tracing kisses on my stomach, 
and tugged on my jeans. The button popped open and he slowly slid my jeans down of my hips, following the 
fabric with his lips. 

"Angel..your skin is so warm.. silky.. and tasty.. mmnnn.." He bit into my hip and | laughed, pulling his hair. 


"Ouch! James!" 


"What? It's not my fault you taste so good, | just want to eat you." He bit my skin again, sucking it and 
shivers ran through my body, making me bent my head back with a soft moan escaping my lips. 


"Do you want to drive me wild?" 
"| did promise you a ride." He pulled my jeans lower, returning his lips to my stomach while his hands slid to 


my waist puling me closer as | stepped out of my pants. He quickly got rid of his jeans and pulled me to settle 
on his lap. 


His hands circled around my breasts and my body bent to him in response. He pulled lightly on both nipples 


bringing me closer, warm breath touched my skin as he whispered against my neck. 

"Angel. | love you so much.. | never want to be without you." 

"ll die without you." | grasped his face in my hands, pulling him to my lips. His tongue intertwined with mine 
and he moaned, pulling my hips to him and sliding me onto his hardened flesh. | let go of his lips, throwing my 
head back and bending in his arms with the pleasure of feeling him pulsating inside of me. 

"Oh. yes...” 

His lips closed on my nipple and he sucked it in, working his tongue around the sensitive tip and bringing my 
blood to a boil. Loud moans grew from my chest and | parted my legs more, letting him deeper as he pulled on 


my hips, falling back against bed and raising his pelvis to me. 


Oh... yes.. baby." His loud growl shifted my blood to my groin and | felt myself tightening around his shaft, 


which was now moving in me in slow thrusts, in and out, sliding deeper with each movement. 


"Are you ready for a ride?" He smiled at me and before | could answer he pulled out, throwing me on the bed 


and placing himself on top of me. 

"Oh.. that is so cruel!" 

He slid lower, laughed and licked my neck from my jaw to the collar bone, biting at my skin as his hands were 
teasing my nipples, rolling both at the same time between his fingers, twisting and pulling. | moaned and press 
his head to my chest, ruffling his hair. He rolled his tongue on my nipple and blew air over the wet skin, my 
body answered with shivers of desire. 

"James..teaser..| want you back in me..please.." 

"Not yet." He smiled against my skin 

He switched to other nipple, repeating what he just did with its twin | felt his hardness pressing into my thigh 
and | tried to shift my body under his weight, but he backed out. | managed to get hold of his cock with my 
hand, and started to stroke it slow. He moaned and press into my hand, loosing control of over his body. 
"You're mine now." | rolled him off, positioning myself on top. 

"My turn to tease you." | traced small bites on his chest, slowly sliding lower. He gasped and pushed my head 
lower to his stomach. | lowered my face to a swollen glistening tip, tasting pre-cum and twisted my Tongue 


around it, blowing on his skin. He twitched, pulling on my hair. 


"Uh... yes... take it." His voice became hoarse, breathing deepened. 


| moved my tongue lower, sucked his skin at the base, moving up and pulling the skin with my lips, his grip on 


my hair got tighter. | moved down again without releasing suction 
"Angel... fuck.. don't tease me.. | can't... please." 


| released his skin, moving my lips back up, and as soon as they crowned his leaking tip he pushed me onto his 


shaft, entering my mouth with a growl and raising his hips up. 
"Oh... God... baby...” 
| sucked him in, twisting my tongue along his engorged flesh, and his words came in a gasps. 


‘Oh... fuck.. you are.. so good... at that.. 


| pulled up, only to slide down and matching the movements of his hips in a slow pace he'd set. | looked up to 
meet his eyes, bleary with pleasure, watching me, and his mouth slightly open, gasping for air with every slow 


thrust. 


His moves increased in speed, hands pushing my head down every time | went up and as | was drowning in 


increased pleasure of watching him enjoy my mouth he breathed out. 
"If you.. mmmn.. continue that.. you'll miss your.. uh.. ride." 


He slowed down and almost unwillingly stopped. Pushing me onto my back, he stood up on his knees between my 
parted legs and firmly grip my hips, pulling my body up to him, raising my hips to his groin. His cock slid inside 
me, sending ripples of fire through my blood. 


‘Oh.. James!" | pushed my hips up and he pulled out before slamming deeper with the next move. 


Oh... fuck." His head dropped back as he started moving in me with rough deep thrusts, my moans increased 
his speed. | felt a wave of heat splashing in my groin and with his next thrust my orgasm shook my body, 


bringing my loud growl. 
"Oh... yes..." 


He pulled me to him, gazing into my eyes while the last spasms of my body clenched around his cock. | 
twitched one last time before collapsing on his shoulder. 


"| love to watch you come." His lips found mine, starting a wild tongue dance, sending fiery ripples through my 
skin His hands returned to my tits, caressing and | shivered with new wave of pressure building up in my 
groin He felt that, released my lips and pulled out, turning me in his strong arm and placing me on my hands 


and knees. 


"Now for the ride." His hand moved to my hair, and he gripped fistful, wrapping it around his wrist. Other hand 
slid on my back, pushing me forward and as | lowered myself on my elbows, his hand moved to my hip, firmly 
gripping it. He roughly pushed himself in me, pulling on my hair and started to move with fast and deep 
thrusts. 


Oh... yes.. baby.. fuck." His loud voice resonated in the room as he increased his movements. Our breathing and 
moans filled the air and he released my hair, now pulling my hips with both hands and moving faster, breathing 
out my name with loud gasps. | pushed back in sink with his pace, feeling him grow bigger inside of me and 


that quickly pushed me over the edge. 
"James... uh.. yes.. fuck me harder." | bent my back, feeling another wave of a peak approaching fast. 


He sped up, ramming deep into me with a loud growl and | felt my orgasm reaching my pelvis, bringing my 


muscles into a series of spasms. 
"Mnnhh.. baby!" | cried out my release and his voice joined mine as | felt his seed spilling inside of me. 


"Angel... oh fuck.. mmmnnhh..” He pushed in with few last thrusts, before collapsing on the bed, and pulling me 
with him. 


We lay side by side, catching our breath, lightheaded, dazed, both grinning ear to ear. As out breathing slowed 
down, he pulled me to him, wrapping his arms around me. And | smiled, snuggling to the crease of is neck, 
breathing in his smell. | felt his heart beating in his chest, his calloused fingers drawing tingling lines of warmth 
on my skin and sighed. 


"| could stay like this forever.. | feel so safe in your arms..." 


(James' POV) 


| felt so serene, satisfied, happy.. eternally happy. | pulled my wife closer, my fingers ran through her hair, my 
lips touched her head and | breathed in her smell. | love her smell, love this unruly, main of her hair.. My 
finger slid on her forehead, slowly moving lower. | love that small scar on her eyebrow, that makes it break in 
the middle, barely noticeable. | love her amazing green eyes, that always darken to stormy oceans when she's 
exited.. | love to see them calling me, burning with desire, | love when she lowers her head and looks up at me, 
there is something so wild in that look, dangerously seductive and absolutely bewitching.. 


| love her perfect nose, love her lips, those full, luscious, sensual lips.. | love to kiss them, feel them hungry 
for me... love how puffy they look after sex.. love to see them smile.. her smile always makes me feel happy.. 
makes me smile back, makes my heart beat faster.. | love her long neck, love when she throws her head back 
while laughing.. | love her laugh, so truthful, so beautiful.. My fingers slid on her shoulder and my eyes 
followed them. | love her battery skin, so soft.. so silky.. | love to feel it with my lips.. 


My hand traveled to her her arm. | love her loving arms, love when she wraps them around me.. | love her 
hands..love when her fingers play with my hair.. My hand reached to her's and my thumb circled on her palm, 
and | pull it to my lips. Angel giggled, turning her head and softly kissing my neck, and a wave of warmth 
danced over my body. God, | love when she does thot.. 


She moved closer, moving her arm on top of me and her breasts pressed to my chest, making me softly 
moan. | love her tits.. love to see them bounce when she rides me, love to feel her nipples harden under my 
touch.. My hand moved to her waist, moving lower and | breathed in. | love this curve in her waist and that 
perfect ass... God | love her ass. | felt my fingers gripping to her flesh and she giggled again, biting my skin 
Her knee moved on my legs, traveling up and my hand pulled it on top of my stomach, caressing hes skin. | love 


her legs, those long, never ending, amazing legs.. 


| love her.. | love her so much. I'm in love with my own wife.. to think, back in eighty-six, | wouldn't even dream 


of this, and now.. so many years later, I'm still in love with her.. and she's mine.. 


The noise behind the door broke the strings of my thoughts. Some couple was arguing as they passed by our 
door and | smiled. We never do that.. we never fought. Of course we had a little arguments now and then, but 


neither of us ever stood their grounds, we simple treasured our time together too much to spend it in 


arguing... 


My eyes caught light movement and | looked at the balcony door where a breeze was moving the closed 


curtains. 
"Should we open the blinds?" 
"No, leave them close, you never know who's watching." | felt her body tense up. | remembered how her 


behavior earlier puzzled me. What is this new thing, with closing the curtains? That's not like my Angel. | mean 


| know she hates annoying paparazzi as much as all of us, but she never changed her ways and intentionally 


hid. 


"Baby, | don't think that paparazzi can see into our room, we're on the seventh floor." | smiled, and she raised 


herself above me, looking into my eyes and releasing a sigh. 

"| wish it was paparazzi..." 

"Who else?" My smile vanished off my face when | saw worry in her eyes. "Baby, what is it? Tell me." 
"James, | think I've got a stalker." She sighed and lowered her face on my chest. 


"Wait.. you serious? How do you know? Has something happened?" | pulled her back up, reading her face and 


feeling a wave of fear for her raising in my body. 


"I just felt someone watching me.. it's been happening since Hawaii.. maybe it's just my imagination. 


"Why didn't you tell me that before?" Peaceful serenity was gone, replaced by anger. Anger that some one 


makes my wife to feel this way. 
"| wasn't sure.. didn't want to worry you.. but now.. | feel it almost everyday..." 


| felt wave of anger splashing in my head with fear, fear that | can't protect her from this feeling. No one 


makes my wife feel this way. No one. | felt my jaw clinch. 


"MI kill him." 


XVII. Blackened 


XVII. Blackened. 


(James' POV) 


Angel's mother had gone back to London before we moved our tour to Canada and now it was only three of us. 
My family. | asked Angel over and over again about her stalker, but she said that she hadn't felt anyone 
following her anymore. Still, every time we were out | kept my eyes on the people around us. Anyone who's 


eyes stayed on my wife longer that usual, received a glare from me. 


The last gig was on, Angel and Kat were sitting on the side of the stage, in the little pit with roadies, and | 
smiled at her as the first notes of the Fade to Black, came from under my fingers. That song written before | 
met her, but its so accurately expressed what | felt when | thought I'd lost my baby in the bus accident, it 


had a new meaning for me now. 


| turned back to the ‘kids' feeling their energy, seen many familiar from previous gigs faces and smiled. One 
face in the crowd caught my attention, he wasn't looking at me, wasn't headbanging with music, his eyes were 
set on something on the side of the stage. The lights started to flicker and for a second | lost him in the sea 
of faces, but when the lights stopped moving | found him again, still looking in the same direction. | followed his 
gaze, no one was on that side of the stage, Kirk had moved to the right of me, Jason was in the back by Lars. 
What the fuck asshole! What the fuck are you looking at? 


| tried to adjust the angle and find what the hell was so interesting on that side of the stage and a cold flush 
burst through my body when | saw Angel's face just above the stage. That dickhead was staring at my wife! 
You fuckturdl 


The song continued as | was watching him, trying to burn him to a crisp with my eyes, my insides were boiling 
with anger. You fucker! Stop looking at her or I'll jump of the stage and break your fucking neck! Stop staring 
at her! He didn't move, didn’t even blinked. What the fuck! A thought cut across my mind, bringing cold shivers. 
Stalker! He's the stalker! You are fucking dead! You are sooo fucking dead! Leave her alone! | stepped to my 
right, trying to block her from his view and a sudden bright flash burned my skin 


| closed my eyes on instinct, when crushing pain bend my body in half and strong smell of burning flesh hit my 
nose, turning my stomach. There was unbelievable burning pain on my left side, | looked down. Flames were 


coming from my clothes and my guitar. Fuck! 


"James!!!" Multiple loud screams filled the air. People were ruming to me from the sides of the stage, like in a 
slow motion movie. | stepped back, trying to get away from the fire, and saw Angel standing up with a white 
face, holding Kat close to her and covering my daughter's eyes with her hand. | tried to walk to them, but my 


knees weakened, my mind felt numb, unable to process so much pain. | saw the stage floor coming at me in a 


weird angle before dark fog filled all around me.. 


"James! Say something! Please baby!" Angel's cries brought me back from the blackness. 
"Angel." My mind didn't registered my voice.. did | say it? 
Pain, sharp pain.. dizziness.. pain.. Loud voices above me. 


"Trauma room ninel Page burn unit! Ten of Morphine. Central line kit! Miss Hetfield, you cant come with him, 


please! Let us do our job." 


| looked in the direction of that voice and my movement brought another wave of sharp pain, my head felt 


heavy. Flashing lights moved.. floating above me.. white lights.. bright white lights.. 


"Angel." 


Bright lights..pain..strange noises..pain..darkness. 


Beep. beep..beep.. 


What is that? | tried to move, burning pain.. voices.. more pain.. lights..dizziness... darkness. 


Angel's pale face.her lips moving.. "James.. Stay with me." 


I'm trying to raise my hand to her.. pain.. head spins back to darkness. 


Annoying beeping above me. My mind slowly surfaced from a thick fog, what happened? Why is my head feel 
so heavy? | tried to move and pain brought back the memory of flames, burning my body. My hand on fire, 
my arm, my guitar.. Fuck.. How bad is it? Would | be able to play? Would | be able to hold my guitar? | 
breathed in and felt heaviness on my chest. Fuck.. | tried to feel my hands, and tightly closed me eyes, afraid 
of what | may find. Oh please God.. Left hand moved, bringing pain, but the right felt compressed, and warm. | 
tried to pull and the pressure moved, pushing on my right side. 


| opened my eyes and breathed out in relief. My heart warmed at the sight of my daughter's blonde curls on 
my chest. She was sleeping with her little arms wrapped around me. My baby, | sighed and press her little 
body to me with my right arm, which was covered in bandages up to my elbow. She didn't wake up, just 
hugged me tighter and smiled in her dreams. 


| turned my head to the left and my heart jumped into my throat when | saw Angel sleeping on the chair with 


her head on some guy's shoulder. He reached to her, moving her hair off her face in an intimate gesture. My 


blood boiled in my veins and a deep, loud growl came out from my burned throat. 


"Get your hands off my wife!" My anger was so strong, it completely overrode the crushing pain in my body 
and | sat up, holding Kat close to me. 


The creep quickly got up and darted out of the room. 

"Daddy!" Kat's arms wrapped around my neck. 

"James!" Angel opened her eyes, jumping to her feet and rushing to me. 

"My girls!" | sighed and pulled both of them to me, ignoring the pain, kissing both of them at the same time. A 
wave of dizziness made me take a deep breath, and | tried to steady my spinning head before weakness took 
over my body and | fell back onto the bed. 

"James!" Angel was kissing my face and | felt her tears dropping on my skin. "God, | was so worried, you were 
out for so long! How do you feel?" Her face floated above me. | closed my eyes, trying to stop the room from 
moving. 


‘lm fine... | think.. Angel, who was that guy?" | opened my eyes, clenching my teeth. 


"What guy?" She looked at me with wide eyes. Did | hallucinated that dickhead? No, | know what | saw, he was 


here! | scared him off. 
"There was a guy by you.. touching your face." 


"James.. there was no one here. Kirk, Lars, and Jason left a few hours ago and a nurse came about an hour 


ago. That was all.. no one else." 
"Daddy, are you hurting?" Kat let go of my neck, moving to my side. 
"No.m okay Kitty" | kissed her head, hugging her with my right arm. My left arm holding Angel close. 
"Are you sure you're okay?" Angel brushed her hand over my face. 


"Just a little dizzy." | held my breath, feeling sharp pain pulsate through my body. 


(Chris POV) 


He woke up! Dammit! | was hoping he would never wake up. | was waiting for this moment for so long and he 
ruined it! She was finally asleep, | had sneaked in and sat by her, her head fell on my shoulder and it was the 
best moment of my life! | touched her face, her hair, breathed in her scent. | could stay like that by her side 


forever. And now he is awake, holding her in his arms. Fuck! 


Since the accident, she hadn't left his room, just hugged him, crying and holding his hand. What | saw made me 
realize that she would never leave him. Never! She would stay by him even if he was handicapped. She would 
never leave him, she would never be mine, unless he was dead! | heard the doctors say that he may never be 
able to use his left hand, the burns were too severe, he have to stay in the hospital.. that gives me more 


time.. | have to do something.. 


| needed to call my brother, he's a surgeon, he knows about medications.. | need to pick his brain, and | need to 


act quickly. 


XVII. Here for you. 


XVIII. Here for you. 


(Angel's POV) 


All day James had visitors. | was afraid he would get tired with so many people wanting to see him and | was 
afraid someone would bring up the topic of his ability to play again. My heart skipped every time someone got 


too close to that question and every time | turned the conversation to something else. 


| talked to the doctors earlier and they all said the same thing, they didn't know if he would be able to use the 
fingers in left hand. The burns were severe and his hand was still too swollen to see just how badly his 
tendons were damaged. So far he couldn't really move his fingers and | prayed to God that it was due to 
bandages and swelling. He could still sing, but knowing my James, | knew he would be devastated if he could 


never play again. 


My boys flew in from England with my Mom and | finally talked Kat into going with her to the hotel, so she 
could have some normal food and rest. My baby was here with me for the last two days, since | couldn't even 
think of leaving James alone. We ate some junk food from vending machine in the corridor and | made her a 
little bed out of chairs, but she preferred to sleep by her father. The nurses felt sorry for us and got us 
some hospital food from the cafeteria, but to be honest, junk food was better. 


Every time Kirk, Lars, or Jason came for a visit, they looked lost and | could understand that. They weren't 
sure of the future, worried for their friend and for what would happen to the band. | knew that all of them 
would avoid that topic, talking about anything but that. Those were the only visitors that | trusted, letting my 
guard down. But being on my full attention with worry all day took its toll on me, and then the visiting hours 
were over | felt absolutely exhausted. The nurse had to basically drag the the last quests out, and when the 
door behind them closed, | laid my head on my husband's chest sighing with relief. James brushed his right 


hand over my hair. 
"Angel, please go and rest, I'm fine | swear." 
"We'll leave this hospital together." | kissed his cheek, running my fingers over his face. 


"You need a normal bed, normal food.. please." He tried to bend his left arm and his face twitched with pain, 


making me rise with concern. 
"You want something more for the pain?" 


‘No... | hate how loopy that shit makes me feel. I'm okay." His hand pulled me back to his chest, and | gazed into 


his eyes, worried 


"You sure?" 


"This works better.." He pulled me to his face and grasped my lips with his. Our kiss drowned my worry, and | 


heard myself murmur. 

"Oh... baby." 

He pulled me closer, returning his lips to mine and deepening the kiss. His head rose to me, breathing deepened. 
His arms tightened up around my body and he release a moan, sliding his left hand over my back. Then he 
dropped his head back into the pillow and | saw tears in his eyes. 

| hate this! Fucking bandages! | can't feel you.. and this thing in my dick's driving me crazy, | want it out!" 

| felt his frustration, and his pain and | knew it wasn't about bandages or catheter. | knew he was scared, and 
he didn't want to show that to me. It's okay baby.. | know.. lm here for you. I'll wait till you're ready to talk. 
For now, we'll just take a small steps.. 

"James, you know they have to measure how your kidneys work." | started slowly. 

"If they need to measure it, | can piss in the urinal, | want it out!" He sounded like a kid. 

"Okay, we can do that. | can help you with the urinal.. Ill hold it.. since you can't fully use you hands yet.." | 
emphasized the word yet. My eyes peered in his. Everything will be okay, you will recover, everything will be 
fine, l'm here.. | know.. | know you don't want me to know how scared you are, but I'm here.. His eyes looked 
into mine and | read thank you in his gaze. He pulled his fear back, covering everything with a joke. 

"Yeah... right.. as soon as | feel your touch.. pissing would be the last thing on my mind!" 

"Well. then you'll just have to deal with that catheter." 


"Fuck no! | want it out!" 


"Okay, okay.. | will ask the nurse, but her decision is final" | smiled, he wants at least some control, he wants 


dignity. You go it babe. Anything to make you feel stronger. 


| called the nurse and after a few minutes of bargaining and promising that not one drop of urine would be 
miscounted she pulled the catheter out. | laid by James and he turned on his side, placing his head on my 


chest. 


"Thank you.. Angel.. l." | heard his voice shake, his arm tense up, raising up and went down hitting the covers. | 


press him to me, kissing his face, stroking his arm with my hand. 


"I know, baby.. And | also know that everything will be fine.. we'll pull through it. You hands just need time to 
heal, time to recover, then we'll hire physical therapist, to train your muscles back in full power and you will 


be back playing your guitar in no time." | felt him press me closer. His whisper blew over my skin. 
"I hope so." 


"| know so! Don't worry, just rest, you need your rest, sleep." | hugged him, holding him in my arms and 
stroking his hair. 


When James fell asleep | carefully slid my arm out. I'd planned to finally take a shower and change into the 
clothes my mother had brought for me. | looked back at my husband, making sure he's still asleep, grabbed 
my bag and stepped into the bathroom. 


(Chris POV) 


| can't believe how smoothly everything went, | came up with a lame story about my friend in the hospital 
getting pain medications and that | was worried about side effects, and my brother told me everything | 
needed to know. Pain medication overdose stops breathing. Easy and undetectable, since he already have it in 


his blood. Perfect! Finding Morphine was not a problem, money can get you anything. 


| made my way to the burn unit without a slight problem, mixed with the visitors. | sat down in the corner 
with the other people in the waiting room, pretending to be one of them. Everything was going as planned. Right 
before the last visitor left, | made my way to the staircase and hid there. Now all | had to do was wait, 
sooner or later the nurses would leave to do something and | would have free access to Hetfield's room. | just 


hoped Angel would be asleep by then 


Funny, but the fact of what | was about to do didn't bother me at all. | was about to kill a man, shouldn't | be 
nervous or something? | smiled. | felt nothing! Not a slightest regret, hands not shaking, nothing! Just a strong 
desire, burning in my heart. The image of Angel entered my mind. 


| closed my eyes, drifting away in my daydream. She is on stage, completely taken by her music.. her hair 
sweeps around in a slow motion, opening her face.. her full lips parted.. eyes half closed.. orgasm written on 
her face.. she bends back, sliding her guitar to the side.. God.. she is pure sex.. Oh.. Angel! Soon you will be 
mine. | picture myself by her, holding her in my arms. She smiles and pulls me in for a kiss.. Oh.. God.. yes.. 


kiss me, love me.. MMM.. 


My hand ran over my groin, feeling my flesh pulsating. Oh.. fuck.. | can't do it right now. Concentrate! Not now! 


| just have to wait a bit longer and she will be mine.. all mine. 


A loud beeping interrupted my thoughts. What was that? | opened the door slightly and saw the nurses and 
doctors running to the room at the end of the hall. 


"Code blue! Get the crash cart!" 


Is that what will happened after they find him not breathing? Not good.. | need to find out how they know 
when someone stops breathing. That beeping.. the alarm.. | need to make sure no one finds him until it's too 


late. 
Think! 


| walked through the double doors to the nurses station, looking at the screen that was blinking blue with room 
number. Okay.. so this is how they know. | looked under the desk and pulled on the cord connecting the monitor 


to an outlet. There! Now quickly before they all come back. | looked around, making sure no one saw me opening 


the door. 


| peeked inside, the room was lit only by the night light at the head of the bed but | could see that the chair 
by the bed was empty.. | walked in, tightly closing the door behind me. Angel was not here, | didn't see her 
leave.. did she leave when | was hiding on the stairs? That is another lucky coincidence! | swear, someone is 
helping me, God or the Devil, but everything is just perfect! 


| quietly stepped closer to the bed. He was sleeping. | don't want to wake him up, better deal with a sleeping 
lion, its easier that way. | wondered if people could sense that they were about to die? | ran my fingers over 


the syringe in my pocket. 


| smiled and pulled the syringe out, taking the cover off the needle. | looked at the fluid inside of it, funny how 
this can kill.. It would be more impressive if | had a sword and just stabbed it into his chest, but this would 
have to do, maybe less showy but more powerful. | stepped to the line that was connected to his arm, running 
with fluids. Take it in your hands and just inject it in, so simple.. so easy.. Here it goes.. taking a life for love. | 
looked at his face, and smirked. 


"You should've died on stage.. that would have saved me the trouble.. but don't worry, I'll take good care of 
her, I'll be there for her when she morns you, wiping the tears from her eyes, holding her close, letting her 


cry on my shoulder, comforting her.. and you'll be powerless to stop me. Time to go to Hell, goodbye..." 


"Get the fuck away from my husband!" Angel's razor sharp growl cut through the room and made me drop 
my weapon | quickly turned to her. How did she get here? She wasn't here before.. 


Her eyes were burning with hell fire, rage written on her face, she looked like a panther ready to pounce. She 
is so beautiful.. her face got closer and a sudden crushing pain twisted the left side of my face, knocking me 


off my feet. She hit me.. she.. hit me.. | slowly got up. 


"Angel. | was just." Coppery-tasting fluid filled my mouth, | wiped my lips and looked at my bloody hand with 


surprise. 


| heard everything! You sick fuck! Get out!" She stepped between me and the bed. | saw her eyes darkened 


with hate. 


"Angel. | love you.. | can't live without youl" My heart pounded in my chest, head was spinning with thoughts. 


This is wrong.. she hates me.. no.. | need her to love me. 


"What the fuck is going on?" A low voice rose up from the bed and | caught movement behind Angel's small 


frame. 

"You'd better run, before | lose it and rip your fucking head off! You're fired and if you ever come close to 
my family again, I'll kill you." Each word coming out of her mouth cut through my clouded mind like a sharp 
dagger blade. 


"Angel." She hates me.. | was ready to kill for her.. to have her.. and she hates me.. 


"Fucking stalker! | saw you here and at the show! You are so dead!" Hetfield tried to get in front of Angel, 
ripping the monitor wires off his body. 


Fuck! She hates me.. | need to.. fuck no.. it can't be.. | need to tell her.. not now.. He is awake.. | backed out, 


pushing myself through the door. 
| ran through the corridor, blinded by tears, | couldn't breathe. She hates me.. she hates me! How did this 
happened? Everything was going so well. was so close..Dammit! I've lost her.. no.. no.. HM! It's all his fault! He 


got her under his spell.. made her love him.. it's not right.. | need to fix this.. | need to be alone with her.. tell 


her how much | love her.. she will love me back.. she will.. 


(James POV) 
"Why didn't you wake me?" | grasped Angel's shaking body in my arms. 


| can't believe it.. | trusted him.. | had no idea, that he." Her eyes filled with tears. Wait.. she knew him? | felt 
my body tense up. 


"You know him?" Seriously.. you almost screamed at her.. calm down.. breath.. 

Its Chris.. my guitar tech... I've known him for years.. | can't believe it.. | think he.. he wanted to kill you.." She 
pressed her face into my chest. Chris? The one that her guys call ‘Angel's boy-toy'?Chills ran through my 
body, he was trying to get close to her, that sick bastard! Working his way to her! That fucker! 


"He's gone now.. " 


"James.. how can | trust people after this?" 


"He's gone. It's over, he'll never comeback." | pulled her hands to my face, kissing her fingers and noticed blood 


on her hand. 
"You're bleeding! Did he hurt you?" Wave of anger splashed in my head as | clenched my jaws together. 
She looked at her hand with surprise. "I hit him.. that's his blood.. | need to wash my hanas.." 


She turned the water on and vigorously rubbed her hands with soap, then she bent forward, bracing herself 
over the sink with a sob. 


"I felt so angry.. | would've killed him.. you scared him just in time." 

Tears dropped from her eyes, and my heart sunk Oh.. no.. please don't. he doesn't worth it, that piece of shit 
doesn't worth you tears. She sobbed again, hiding her face in her hands and | stepped closer. | can't see you 
cry, it breaks my heart. | need to make her smile, get her mind off all this. | looked down, trying to find a way 
and my eyes slid to my bare feet and legs. 


"I think you scared him off.. | don't think | look too intimidating in this.. hm.. dress." | pulled the edges of my 
short hospital gown to the sides, trying my best to work my fingers through the pain in tightening bandages. 


She turned to me and smiled, wiping her tears. "It's not a dress.. and you look lovely in it." 
That's right, smile, that's much better, forget that fucker and all what happened, get it off you mind. 


"You think so?" | turned around, still holding onto the edges and as | turned back to her | saw a wider smile on 


her face. She let a little laugh out, walking to me and the remains of her tears melted from her face. 


‘Mmmnnn.. especially this part.. on the back." She pulling me closer, placing her hands on my bare ass, and 
rubbing it lightly. | let go of the gown and wrapped my arms around her and she lowered her face on my 
chest, hugging me. 


We stood like that, just holding each other, my arms pressing her tight, her hands moving on the naked skin on 
my back. | kissed her head and she raised her face to me, my lips touched hers, her hands sliding lower, 
making me shiver and when our lips parted. | smiled and bit her lower lip, her hands grip to my ass, squeezing 
it and | realized that | was feeling a lot better, and very, very horny.. 


God! One touch from her and that's it, works every time.. this woman.. 


"You know. | feel great.. and my arm's not hurting as much..” | looked at her with a wicked smile, and raised 


my left hand, pulling her shirt up on her stomach. 


"James! That is great news! And | see your fingers work!" She looked at my face and | played my eyebrows at 


her. 

"Care to see if everything else works?" | pulled her closer to bed and she giggled. 

‘Oh... you.. you're impossible! We can't.. nurses can come in.. and.. James.. Stop looking at me like that!" 
| laid down on the bed, placing my hand on the side of it and inviting her to my side. 

"The nurses are busy.. and its night." 


"James you're sooo.." She walked closer, something crunching under her foot. She looked down and bent to pick 


up a broken syringe. 

"He did try to kill you! Look." 

Fuck! He did, that son of a bitch! 

"Don't touch it! Who knows what's in it!" She dropped it in the garbage and washed her hands before coming 
back to me. Her smile was gone once again. She climbed onto the bed by me and hid her face in my neck, 
hugging me tight. 


‘lm sorry.. but | can't.. | don't feel like doing it.. m too upset.. sorry.." | heard tears in her voice. 


| pulled her to me. "Baby... | just wanted to make you smile and forget all this... its okay.. just sleep by me.. that 


sick fuck doesn't deserve your tears.. please don't cry." 


lm crying because | can't imagine living without you.." She wrapped her arms around me and softly kissed my 


neck. 

‘I'm here with you.." | kissed her head. "And you are with me.. no one can take that away from us.." 

"You think | should.. quit my band.. so | don't attract psychotic fans?" 

"No! You're great, you can't quit because of one sick bastard! And as much as | hate the thought of other 
guys drooling over you.. you are beautiful.. and guys will always dream.. Oh God.. | don't want to think about 
that.." Jealousy rose up in me. | knew what they dreamed about.. fuck! | always tried to keep that far from my 
mind, or I'd go on smashing heads on one of her shows.. breathe... Agrhh! 


"| wonder how many women wish to kill me to be with you." She rose up and smiled, looking into my eyes. 


"I never thought of that.. shit.. we need a guard... do we." She was right.. | really never thought.. | can't be 


with her when I'm touring.. 


"I think it's time.. at least till | get a restraining order against that psycho.." She cuddled into my side and | felt 
her breathing on my neck. Sleep my baby.. | love you.. you saved my life today.. you are my Angel. 


(Angel's POV) 


Everything that happened this evening ran through my mind, thoughts jumped over each other. Should | call 
the police? No it's too late, Chris is gone and | threw the evidence away.. plus it's all going to get to the news.. 
no. This is the last thing James needs right now. No.. | need to call Clyde, our security head, then Bruce, then 
Mike. Then contact my lawyer. Maybe the lawyer first.. 


All those events stirred up my mind, but they also brought relief. Yes, relief. Now | wasn't fearing some 
unknown stalker. | knew who | owe many ruined by creepy feeling of being watch days. | knew my stalker and | 
wasn't afraid anymore. | let myself relax and tried to push all of it out of my head. James is what important 
right now and nothing else. James.. 

He was still holding me in his arms, his hand was gliding over my hair, his slow breathing calmed my nerves 
and | felt a little guilty. l'd said no.. for the first time since we'd been together, | said no.. Come on.. poor guy 


went through all this and now finally feels better, and l'm an emotional mess. What the fuck is wrong with me? 
| will not let that perv get to mel 


| remembered him trying to sheer me up, him standing in that gown, turning. My hands on his bare skin, his 
naughty smile. | reached to his neck, kissing it and he pressed me closer, answering with a kiss on my head. | 
nibbled on his skin and he murmured my name tightening his grip. | smiled and whispered against his skin 
"You sure you feel better? Your arms don't hurt?" | raised my head, looking into his eyes. 

"Just a little." He smiled back at me. 

"You want me to kiss where it hurts, make it better?" | bit his neck a little stronger and he purred. 

"Please do..." 


| held his left arm and laid small kisses from his fingers all the way to his shoulder. 


"Much better." He moved my hair from my face, pulling me in for a tender kiss. His tongue dance around my 


lips, sliding inside to meet mine, eager to response. | bit his lip and smiled, pulling back. 


"This arm too?" | repeated the process on his right arm, sucking on the open skin beyond the bandages on the 
upper part. "Anything else hurt?" 


His lips slid into a wicked grin. "Lower. you know after that thing that nurse removed from my dick.. it hurts a 


lot.. worse than my arms.." 


‘Oh... you poor thing." | whispered smiling against his skin 
"Uha. it hurts." The tone of his voice made me laugh and | slid lower on his body, tugging his gown up. 


"James.. we're going to get caught." | whispered, moving my lips up his thigh as my hands crawled higher, 


reaching his already hardening flesh, and he moaned in respond. 


"Mnh.. it wouldn't be the first time." My lips caught up with my hand and his cock jumped to my lips, 


hardening fully. James pushed my head with his hand and released another moan, 
‘Mmmmnnn.. oh yes.." His voice came out horse and loud and | smiled whispering just above his tip. 


“Ssshhhhh..try to be quiet baby." | locked my fingers around his erection, crowning my lips on his flesh and he 
pressed his head into the pillow and curved his body to me with another moan that sounded a little muffled. 


| looked up and saw James try to hold it by biting into the bandages on his hand. My lips slid lower and he 
immediately pushed into my mouth with a growl. His hand pushed on my head and his lips parted, eyes 
darkened with pleasure gazing at me. Okay.. | hope all the people around us in deep sleep. There is no chance in 


hell to quiet that tremendous voice of his. 


| kept working on his rod, and soon felt my own body shiver with urge. Fuck it.. so what, if we'll get caught? 
We're married and this is our room. | let go of him and stood up on my knees quickly pulling the zipper on my 


pants down. 


‘Oh baby.. yes." James growled, ripping his gown off. 


Two days later, the doctors gave us great news, we were free to go home! Now all James needed was physical 
therapy and a daily change of bandages, with some medications applied to his burns. | spend a few hours on 
the phone, setting everything up. Thankfully Kirk already found a guy who did wonders with muscles and all | 
needed to do is call to make it official. Bandages and medications | left for myself, God knows | watched every 
dressing change in the hospital. After that part was done | called everyone with the news and everyone came 


over, impatiently gathering in the waiting room. 


My Mom brought James' clothes, since | refused to leave his sight even for a second, remembering what 
happened a few days ago. My lawyer was already working on the restraining order, but until it was done, | was 


afraid that Chris may try again. Better be safe. 


Everyone was waiting for me to help James dress. | opened the bag and laid everything on the bed, this would 
be fun.. | was used to undressing him, not dressing.. so.. | turned back to James, he had already managed to 


pull his gown down and was standing in front of me absolutely naked, with an evil half smile on his face. Okay.. 


| glanced at his body, fighting the desire to kiss his strong chest, arms.. neck.. stomach.. and.. Stop it! | ordered 
myself to stop ogling his body, but eyes disobey, sliding down. Oh God.. he looked so hot.. even with burns.. 
so000.. Stop it! Now concentrate! Where was |? Clothes go on.. right... | looked back at James’ face, and he 
played his eyebrows at me, grinning. Oh you little! Sooo not helping! 


Okay, so.. | picked up his underwear and lowered myself in front of him, his hand immediately land on my head, 
eyebrow rose up, frisky, devilish sparkles jumped in his eyes. 


"Oh Baby." 

"James! Stop it! Pick up your foot!" 

"Okay, okay.." He let me pull his underwear over one foot and then raised the other and | pulled it up, straggling 
a bit at the top, not sure if | have to push his dick down or let it be up. How does it usually goes in? This is 
so weird that | have no idea.. usually I'm taking them off.. | pulled the undies higher, and he cackled. 

"Watch the jewels, hunny.” 

| tagged it a bit lower. Now this is familiar motion Dooown Stop it! 

"Does it feel right?" 

‘Mmmnnn.. | can so get used to this.. feels so much better when you do it." He pressed my hands to his groin 
‘James, stop it! Everyone's waiting.” | took his jeans into my hands and his smile grew wider. 

"Will you do it every day?" 


"Yes baby, till your hands feel better, I'll dress you.. and undress you." The undressing part will be so much 
faster.. My hands slid the jeans up on his long legs and he when | pull them over his ass he smiled. 


"Promise?" 


"Unless you want me to hire a nurse.." | looked into his eyes, slowly pulling the zipper up. Again. weird.. up. not 
down.. Why is this so hard to do? | have no problem opening it.. fuck.. stop it.. not now.. My husband smiled. 


"That's not a bad idea.. a cute nurse.. or two.. ouch!" | pulled the zipper deliberately rough with a yank 
"Sorry." | tried to hide a smile, working the button on his pants. 


‘Okay... no nurses." He pouted. "You never let me have any fun.” | felt a small pin in my heart.. fun.. he used to 


have too much fun, before me.. 


"James... do you ever miss that? You know.. never ending sex with different groupies.. shower parties with 
multiple women washing you.." | took his shirt off the bed, trying not to look at his eyes. "Do you feel. bored 
with a same woman in your bed everyday? You know you can.. when you're on tour...” 

He placed his finger on my lips to silence me, then tilted my face up to him, looking deep into my eyes. 
“Angel. I'll never get bored with you! You're the one for me.. and I'll admit to having dirty thoughts now and 
then.. or just fucking blabbering some shit without thinking.. l'm just a guy.. but I'll never do anything to hurt 
youl All that is in the past.. and | thank God for you in my life." He pulled me to his lips, embracing me in his 


arms. "| love you." 


"| love you more!" | ran my hands up his back and over his shoulders, our bodies got closer ard lips found lips 


when a loud knock on the door made James slowly let me go. 

| can't wait till we get home." He slid his hands into the t-shirt that | was holding in front of him. 
"| can't wait till evening.. when we're alone." | pulled his shirt over his head and turned to the door. 
"Come in." 


"Here is your ride Mr. Hetfield" A young nurse with a beautiful smile walked in rolling a wheelchair in front of 


her. 
| looked at James’ expression and couldn't help but laugh. 
"No fucking way!" James walked to the door, ignoring the wheelchair. 


"But.. Mister Hetfield.. this is out policy.. you have to. you can't just walk out." The young girl looked at me 
with a plea. "Misses Hetfield, he can't just walk out.." 


"Sorry hun. don't look at me, | can't make him." 

"Daddy!" Little Kat ran through the open door and an evil plan appeared in my mind 
‘Kitty, do you want to ride in the wheelchair with Daddy?" 

James turned and squinted his eyes at me. 

"Oh. that is so not fair! Pulling out the heavy artillery." 


"Oh cool! Daddy, would you let me? Please?" Kat jumped by the wheelchair, exited and | saw James face soften 


“Sure Kitten" 
| knew it would work! The nurse gratefully smiled at me and rolled the chair closer to my husband. 
He sit down, pulling our little daughter into his lap and turning to me with a wicked smile. 


"What you'd say, we let Mommy push us all the way to the car?" 


XIX. All That She Wants. 


XIX. All That She Wants. 


(Angel's POV) 


Everyone stayed for James’ welcome home party. Friends, food, booze, and music filled our house. Lars, Kirk, 
Steve and Adrian came with their girlfriends, Nicko with his wife, my brother, who was separated with his 
wife, showed up with a new girl, and Jason.. well, he brought a fucking supermodel. A long-legged blonde in a 
short dress, with a smile that could set any man on fire, and pair of double Ds on her chest in a push up bra. 


Time to time | caught all the guys in the room checking her out. Boys will be boys.. 

| went to the kitchen to get more snacks and on the way back walked by a tall mirror that we had in the hall. | 
glanced at my reflection and stopped, setting the tray on the table. Let's see.. the tight black jeans were looking 
good, thank God for long legs, still have the same figure.. | turned and checked my ass.. looks good too. Now the 
top part.. yeah.. no cleavage.. tee shirt, a tight one, but still just a plain tee.. and only a C cup. Why do | never 
put on something revealing.. sexy? Always the same clothes.. jeans and a tee, because l'm comfortable in it. | 


sighed. 


No wonder my husband is having dirty thoughts about other women. Look at the girls at shows.. barely 
dressed.. flashing body parts. Look at the other women in the room, all dressed up. 


"Whatcha doing, lil sis?" Bruce was standing in the doorway with a smile. 

Shit! He saw me checking myself in the mirror.. Oh God, he will never let go of it! Fuck. 

"Nothing... just making sure everything is fine." | fixed my hair and picked up the tray from the table. 
"Hm... | don't know, is it?" He stepped out from the door and took the food from my hands. 

"Yeah. | guess." | went back to the kitchen, hoping he would drop this talk, but he followed me. 


"Angel, are you okay? What is this all about?" He put the tray on the kitchen table and helped himself to a 


piece of cheese. 
"Nothing! Can't | look in the mirror?" | turned away and started to empty chips into a bowl. 
"Okay, let's hear it, what happened?" He grabbed a few chips from the bowl and | smacked him on the hand. 


"Get your hands off, it's for the guests!" 


‘lam a guest!" He stuffed hand full of chips in his mouth. "So.. why're you checking yo-self in the mirror?" 
"| was just fixing my hair.” 


"Mmh, on your ass." He giggled, choking on his food, and | quickly handed him a can of soda to wash his food 


down. He gulped it in, released a few more coughs. 
"Bruce, just drop it okay, it was nothing." 
He wiped his mouth and looked at me. 


"I think you're making something out of nothing. We all looked at her.. it's there for everyone to see, it's in our 


faces, so we look, guys do that. He is a guy too." 
"| know, and it's fine.. hell, even | looked.. She's hot." | tried to smile. 
"You can beat her if you dress like that. You did it once, remember?" 


"Yeah, | tried to look sexy-cool and Bret Michaels changed my mind" | cackled. My memory took me back in 
time.. my first show. 


* 

| went shopping earlier that day and changed so many outfits before finally deciding on a pleaded short skirt, 
knee high boots, and a corset. | thought | looked great, just like all the models in the magazines. When | stepped 
out of my room, my brother gave me a dirty look, but didn't say anything. | packed my usual tee and jeans 
with army boots as a spare for the change after the gig and we left for the venue. 


| was backstage, fixing the strap on my guitar when someone's hand swiped on my ass. | jumped and turned to 
look at who the fuck was so bold, and saw Bret from Poison. His make up covered face was smiling at me with 
a predatory smirk 


"Don't you know guitars are for boys and sexy girls like you are toys for the boys with the guitars.’ 


"I didn't know you suppose to play with your dick, maybe if you use your fucking hands instead, you'll sound 
better!" | snapped back, giving him my best "fuck off" expression 


"Wow, kitty has claws and a dirty mouth! | love it!" His smirk grew wider. He grabbed my arm, reaching with 
his other hand for my ass, and my anger hit the roof. 


"This kitty will mop the fucking floor with you, if you don't let go." 


He slowly released his grip, his eyes smirked at me and lipstick covered lips spat out. 


"What, do you really think you'll come out on that fucking stage and everyone will think ‘wow what a great 
guitar player’? They will look at your sexy body and wish you would move your fucking guitar away for a 
better view!" 


"Fuck youl" | turned, walking away. 
"Is that a promise? Anytime, anywhere babel" He laughed to my back. 


| went back to the dressing room and changed my clothes to a plain tee, jeans and boots. Then threw my sexy 
clothes into a trash can and washed my make up off. 


| smiled, returning to a present day and Bruce returned my smile. "See, you don't like that kind of attention, 


but many women do." 


"You're a best brother ever, you always make me feel better, thank you." | gave Bruce a small kiss on the 


cheek and picked up the tray. "Lets take this to the living room, before you eat it all." 


When the party finally ended, | cleaned the empty bottles from the kitchen table, then put the leftovers into 
the fridge and walked back into the living room. My heart warmed up at the sight in front of me and | stopped, 
barely holding up a sigh. James and Kitty were sleeping on the couch, she laid on his chest and he held her 
close to him. Darker blond waves mix with lighter curls, two similar button noses peacefully snoring.. My 
babies.. how much | love them! 


Kitty moved in her sleep and James' arm tightened around her. | sat on the corner of the table and smiled. | 
could just sit here and watch them sleep, they're so cute together! How am | so lucky to have a family like 
that? Not in my wildest dreams would | have imagined back then we met this rough badass rocker as a family 
man. But there he is.. holding his little girl in his arms.. but then again, no one would ever think of me back 
then as a mother and a wife. 


He gave me all that, all this happiness. | just hope he is as happy with me as | am with him. The words he said 
in the hospital floated in my mind "you never let me have any fun" he didn't mean it.. did he? Did | make his 
life boring? Did | took away from him not giving much back? Would he be happier with a housewife, who's 
always at his side? | sighed. 


Never ending touring gives us so little time together.. all we have some times just a quick hookups in different 
countries, different hotels, not even hotels.. some times we meet at the airports. One of us would fly in on our 
jet, the other drives to the airport, speeding to squeeze every possible minute out of time to be together. 
Crew lives the plane, everyone knows the drill. Lars even christened our jet ‘Foker’ for it's primary use. We 
meet, we jump each other, hungry, then a few minutes of bliss in each other arms, trying to absorb as much 
of each other as we can and back into craziness of tour.. Thank God for the rare family time fitting schedule, 


when we can be together for a few months at the time. | sighed again and pushed myself up off the table. | 


promise you baby, I'll try harder to make our life more fun 


The coffee table moved as | pushed up, empty bottles making clanking noise. Right... | need to finish cleaning it 
up. Fuck, | should've hired a maid! Hm... a maid... | smiled.. and glanced at my husband. | have a surprise for you 
James.. wanted to wait till your birthday, but what the hell, I'll just have to come up with different birthday 
present. | think it's time to get all you thoughts, dirty or not, back to your wife. 


| carefully picked Kitty up, and James arms slid to the side, he tossed getting comfortable, but didn't wake up. 
Just you wait baby... just you wait.. | smiled again, stepping to the stairs, carrying my daughter to her room. 
As | laid her in her bed, she opened her sleepy eyes and smiled at me. 

| love you Mommy." 

‘Love you too, baby." | pulled her clothes off, covering her with a blanket and she yawned, rubbing her eyes. 
"Good night, Kitty" | kissed her head and she turned to her side, barely whispering back. 


"Night." 


| turn the night light off and tiptoed out of her room, smiling on my way to my bedroom. | stepped into my 
closet, digging into the boxes. Now where did | hide it? Oh.. yes.. here it is! | just hope that James isn't too 
tired.. should | wait until tomorrow? | giggled at my own thought. James too tired for sex? Right.. hehehe.. 


| quickly changed and checked myself in the mirror. Wow.. that is soooo.. not me. This is just so... fuck.. | hope 
James likes it.. it does fits perfectly for after the party.. um.. cleaning.. Just a little adjustment right here. | 
straightened up my stockings and glanced back into the mirror. There, now it's perfect! Where is the feather 
duster that came with it? Okay, dear husband, lets have some furl 


| walked downstairs to the living room, trying not to make any noise with my high heels. James was still on the 


couch, and | almost giggled thinking of what possible reaction he would have when he's awake. 

"Mister Hetfield!" | slowly tickled his face with the feather duster. He opened his eyes, blinked then sit up, 
breathing out something incoherent and | continued, putting as much of a French accent to my words as | 
could, smiling with a shy smile. 

‘Sorry, Mister Hetfield.. sorry to wake you up, but Misses Hetfield told me to clean up this mess... 

James' face lit up with a grin, and he tried to catch me by my waist. Okay, he is fully.. um. awake, | see a 


very familiar feral look in his eyes.. good.. | guess he likes it! 


(James' POV) 


Something soft tickled my face and | opened my eyes. Oh... My... fuck.. am | dreaming? | blinked, but nothing 
changed. 


Angel was standing above me with a feather duster in her hand, a low cut maids dress that ended high on her 
thighs, showing off her amazing legs in stockings and high heels. Oh.. my.. mmmnnhhhggsss.. 


My eyes coasted up her body, her breasts were barely covered and pushed together. Her hair was in the 
ponytail with a little white maid hat on and a white apron tied around her slim waist. And to top it all of f, a 


French accent. Fuck yeah! 


My hands immediately reached to her, but she stepped away and slowly bent down to the coffee table, putting 
glasses onto a tray. She moved to the side of the table and leaned my head to the left for better view. Uh.. 
fuck.. she's wearing a thong!!! Jack pot! | bit my lip, releasing a low growl. 


"Come ‘ere!" 


"Mister Hetfield, | can't, | have a lot of work to do... all this." She moved to the opposite side of the coffee 
table, spreading her arms over it and bending slightly forward and | almost swallowed my tongue. Mnnnhh.. 


cleavagelll Yes please! 

"Angell" My voice sounder horse and | tried to clear my throat. "I love you!" 

"Oh... no.. Mister Hetfield, trust me, I'm no angel." Her eyes devilishly sparked at me. 

‘Mmmmnnnhhhh.." | seriously considered jumping over the damn coffee table. My whole body was burning in 


urgent want, mouth watered, groin jerked, filling up with increasing blood flow. This is my wife? I've never seen 


her dressed like this! Oh.. God! This is all mine! 


"Angel. please.. upstairs." Okay, | can't put two words together. | think all my blood just drained down lower, 
nothing left to feed my brain | roughly got up, but she backed away from my arms once again. Dammit!!! | 
have to touch! Have to feel! | must have! 


"You need my help with something upstairs?" She gave me an innocent look. God baby.. you are so Hot! My wife 
is the hottest woman in the world! 


"Mnnhhhh..” All | could breathe out. 


She smiled at me and started to walk up the stairs, just out of my reach, and | followed her with my gaze 
trailed up her skirt. Oh... my.. what a view! | reached up, my leg skipped one step and | almost fell, grabbing 
onto the rail. 


"Fuck!" 


"Are you okay?" She turned and stepped down to help me and my hands immediately grabbed her ass. 
"Mister Hetfield! You'll get me fired!" She tried to push my hands off, still playing the role. 


"Oh noooo, you're here to stay!" | tried to catch her lips with mine and she pushed her hand against my chest, 
gasping in pretend shock of my actions. 


"You can't!" 


"Oh but | can.. and | must" | picked her up in my arms and flew over the last few steps, kicking the bedroom 


door open with my foot. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my earlobe, whispering into my ear. 
"Yeah.. you must." 

| couldn't close the door and ended up just pushing it with her back, breathing out. 

"Lock... please." 

"You'll have to let me down, baby." She laughed at me and | very slowly let her slide down, feeling her body 
rubbing against mine. She turned the lock and | quickly pressed her against the door, gliding my hands over her 
body. 

"Oh.. how | hate these fucking bandages right now!" 

My groin pulsated, pressing rhythmically to her body and she slid one of her legs to my hip, pulling me closer 
to her. My lips grasped the skin on her neck, ravishing, demanding, hands pulled the skirt of her dress up, groin 
pushed in, lips tore into hers, wanting more. 

| pulled her to the bed as she slid her hands under my shirt and tugged it up while | was searching for the 
clasp of her dress. Zipper... fuckllll | desperately tried to get hold of the small tab, but bandage covered fingers 
refused to cooperate. Fuuuuucklll 


"Angel.. my hands.. | can't." | breathed out, letting her go and ripping my shirt off. 


She push me to sit on the bed and smiled, stepping between my legs. My hands slid on her thighs, finding their 
way under her skirt. Fucking bandages! 


She reached back, pulling the zipper on her dress down and sliding it of her shoulders. Oh.. my.. so.. sexy... | 
gripped to the bottom of the dress, slowly slipping it off and to the floor, while my lips followed fabric, nibbling 


on her skin 


| pulled back to enjoy the sight in front of me. Lacy black bra.. garter belt.. stockings.. oh dear God.. she's pure 


sex! 


| slowly turned her in my arms and she giggled. 
"Want a better view?" She arched her back and | swallowed. Oh.. yes.. amazing view! 


"Mnnrhhh.. all this.. is just." My hands moved to her hips and | pulled her closer, my lips touching the soft 


skin on her ass and | sank my teeth in with a growl. 

She winced and turned her head back to me. "Hungry?" 

"For you, always!" | noticed small ties on the sides of the thong and pulled it with my teeth. 

She slowly pulled it off from behind the garters and lightly bend forward, throwing it to the side. My groin 
painfully pulsated, reminding me that | still have my pants on. | moved my hands to my closure and growled 
with impatience. 


"| really hate this shit on my hands!" 


"Oh. but it gives me more power over youl" She turned around with a wicked smile and slid into my lap, 


covering my face with soft kisses. 

"Tease." A moan rose up from the depth of my chest. | pulled her closer and kissed her chest, my tongue 
reaching between her tits as she curved her back. My cock was trying to find a way out, pushing against my 
pants. Uh.. this hurts.. need to get it free.. 

"Angel. if you don't help me to get my jeans off.. I'll end up ripping them." 

She pulled back and bit her lip, smiling. "Lay back." 

She pushed against my chest and rubbed her hand on my hardness, | moaned raising my hips up. 

‘Oh... God.. you're killing me here.." 

She smiled and slowly popped the button open, my hips flew up again, hands pulled on her forearms shaking 
with eagerness. She slowly teased my zipper down and | growled in protest of her taking too long to release my 


aching flesh. 


She giggled when my shaft sprung out, feeling oh-so-needed freedom and | raised my hips, letting her slide my 


jeans down as she traced kisses on my twitching stomach. 
Oh.. feels so good.” | whispered, arching my body under her touch. 


"I think | can make you feel better." Her lips danced around my throbbing flesh, sending shivers of anticipation 


through my body. 


Oh... yes... My hands unconsciously pulled her head closer, guiding her onto me, and she eagerly took me in 


with a soft moan, that resonated through my hardness, making me shake in pleasure. 


| pressed my head into the pillow and buckled my hips against her. My eyes caught movement on the side and 
| turned, looking at the mirror on the dresser. Her body was in full side view as she stood on her knees over 

me, working my length. God.. that is so hot! My eyes roamed over her perfect frame, legs sill covered in black 
stockings, garter belt on her hips. Her mouth was sliding up and down my cock, my hands pushing her firmly in 


an increasing rhythm. Pleasure filled my body and | tried to fight back the strong need to come.. no.. not yet. 
"My turn." | moaned and pulled her off to the side. 


She smiled, bent her back, opening the clasp of her bra, and | pulled it off before throwing it aside. Her hands 
seductively slid over her stomach, teasing me, then moved to her groin and to the thighs, parting them for 
me and | dove in My body covered hers, hands ran to her tits, unwrapped finger tips closed on her nipple as 
palms pushed softness in, squeezing it. Oh.. how much | wanted to feel it all in fulll 


My cock pulsated against her groin and she pulled me closer whispering. 
"| want you in me." 


Oh... baby." | growled, entering her solidly and thrusting into that wonderful warmth, eager to obey her. She 
parted her legs more, letting me deeper and | pulled her hips up, raising up between her legs and letting her 
prop her foot against my shoulder. | pushed in and felt the heel of her shoe digging into my skin. Oh... fuck.. 


that is so.. mmmn.. 


My mind lost all control, letting my body get lost moving in absolute ecstasy. | pulled her hips closer to me 
with every thrust, standing on my knees and plunging into her with force. 


Our bodies became one, every push was answered with a moan, eyes hungry for each other met and locked, 
watching each other's face. Small drops of sweat were shining on her skin, her moans filled the air, her lips 
flashed, moving to a perfect ‘o' and her dewy eyes met my gaze, igniting fire in my blood. My movements 


increased in speed as | felt her tighten around me cock in approaching orgasm. 

"Uh... James!" She yelled with her release, shuddering and thrashing in my arms. | quickly picked her up by the 
waist, turning her and pushing her onto her hands and knees and ram back in pulling her hips to me. My 
thrusts became fast, rough and deep, hands hold her in place, breathing became shallow gasps. She spread her 
legs, pushing back and | exploded into steaming climax, coming hard deep inside of her with a loud growl. 


"Oh... fuck." 


| fell on top of her, pulling her body with mine to the side and gasped for air, feeling lightheaded and drained. 


"| love you.. you can't imagine.. just how much | love youl" | breathed out with a satisfied smile on my face 
"So you like my kind of fun?" She turned in my arms and moved my hair from my face 

‘Like it? No.. | love iH" | rolled onto my back, pulling her with me and wrapped her arms around my neck 
"Well, you asked for it." She kissed my lips. 

"Ive never seen you dress like this.. this was so unbelievably hot!" 


‘| must admit, it was fun, seeing you wanting me so much again" She pushed against my chest, looking into my 


eyes. 

"| always want youl" | laughed, but she didn't join me. 

"Even when l'm wearing a tee and jeans?" She pulled away and slid aside. 

"Angel, you can wear anything you want, it doesn't change what | see when | look at you." | pulled her back to 
me, looking deep into her eyes, which were still dilated with pleasure. "I see you, my Angel, my wife, my love, 
the mother of my child, my dream woman. Your smile warms up my insides. One touch from you makes my 
blood boil and makes my heart race.. and | love those tight jeans on you! | was just thinking about it earlier at 
the party." My lips brushed against her neck, enjoying the softness of her skin 

"What were you thinking about?" 


| was glad that you never dress too.. um. revealing... like some other women." 


"Like Jason's trophy?" Her hand pulled on my hair. "So tell me, what were you thinking when you looked at 


her?" 
"You will laugh if | tell you.." | sank my teeth into her neck and she giggled, tightening up her grip on my hair. 


"Okay, okay! | thought that if you ever dressed like that I'd have to start carrying a shotgun, so | could shoot 


anyone who looked at you.. 

She let go of my hair and tilted my chin up, nibbling on my lower lip. 

"Did you thought that before or after you undressed and fucked her in your mind?" 
"What? | would never!" | caught her lips with mine and she pushed back smiling. 


"You're such a liar! God only knows why | love you so much.." 


XX. Can | play with madness? 


XX. Can | play with madness? 


(Lars: POV) 


Three weeks after the accident, James' arms were feeling good enough to jam. We gathered in the studio and 
just enjoyed each others company. It was so great to see our band back together. The first few songs James 
was swearing at his hands, but later he got pulled into the group energy and just ignored the pain. We played 
some old shit and a few new songs. Finally, James had enough and took his guitar off. 


"That's it, | can't even feel my fucking fingers!" He dropped onto the couch. "| don't think | can play a whole gig, 
not yet..." 


‘Its only been a few weeks, give it more time!" Jason took his bass off and grabbed a bottle of beer. 


"Or we could get somebody to play your part, just to redo that show in Canada." | mumbled through the towel, 
| was wiping the sweat off my face with, and almost immediately bit my tongue. 


Fock.. | can't believe | said it out-loud. | lowered my head, waiting for James to blow up, but nothing happened 
and | look back at him. He was fixing his gloves with no sight of anger on his face. Everyone grew quiet and | 
noticed Kirk's face tensed up, Jason's hand with a beer froze midway to his lips, everyone was waiting on 


James' answer. 


"We can.. have anyone in mind?" He looked very calm. What the fock is happening? Did James actually liked this 
crazy idea? Okay.. 


"Well, that person would have to be able to focking keep up with our speed, and play well. Also, he'd have to 
know our shit.. it will take too focking long to teach someone.. and we have to like that person" | sat on the 


couch by James. "Know anyone like that?" 


"Yeah.. a few guys.” James’ voice didn't show any negative emotions. Okay.. so he's fine with this... shit... | never 


through about it further, since | had no doubt, he'd kill the idea 
"Who are we choosing from?" | threw the towel over my neck and leaned forward. 


The door opened after a short knock and Angel's face peeked in. "Hi guys! I'm sorry, | don't want to interrupt 
you... 


"Hey, baby!" James’ face lit up, and he jumped up to greed his wife. 


| was always amazed how his expression changed every time he saw her. They'd been together for how long? 
And | could still read it in his eyes.. love. 


"Hey, Angell" Kirk and | said almost in unison, and Jason quickly pulled his bottle down, spilling his beer. He 
jumped up, shaking it off, face blushed as he quickly turned away, pulling his bass on top of the speaker. Now 
that is hilarious, | mean we all known her for ever, she'd became a part of our family, and he was the only 


one still shy around her! 


Hey! We all know her for a long time, we all like her, aaaand she's a guitarist.. aaaand knows our shit! That's it! 


She's perfect! | jumped up with wide smile. 


"| think we focking have a winner! Whatcha think James?" | gave him a wink, pointing at Angel's back and he 


smiled wide, pulling her into a hug and giving me a nod. 


(Angel's POV) 


| was driving Kat to her friend's birthday party and discovered that my phone was missing. | was planning to 
get directions from the birthday girl's mother. | searched in my pockets, my purse, the passenger's seat, and 


the bag with the present, finding nothing. Shit.. or maybe.. 


Weak thoughts jumped in my head, tempting. So.. since | have no way of getting directions.. we'll have to go all 
the way back home, to use the phone there, by that time the party will be half way through, by the time we 
get there it will be almost over, shortening my time with crazy kids and their no less crazy mothers to 


almost nothing. 


| glanced at the rear view mirror and saw Kat's smiling face. Fuck l'm horrible mother. This is my baby 
friend's birthday and | she wants to be there and she was so happy that I'm going with her. Bad enough James 
bailed on this, now I'm looking for the way to get out too. No. We're going. Now think were you can find a 
fucking phone. 


Okay.. let's start with my cell.. the last time | used it was.. this morning, when James was leaving. | walked with 
him to his car in the garage while talking to my brother... then | hung up.. then.. me and James started kissing.. 
then he pulled me in the car.. my phone was still in my hand since my robe didn't have any pockets.. then we.. 
| smiled. It has to be in his car.. somewhere.. 


| turned the wheel, speeding to the needed street and sighed. | hated to bug James when he's working with his 
friends, hated to interrupt, but | needed that fucking phone. When | pulled into a parking lot of the studio and | 
turned to Kat, pulling key out of ignition 


Kitty, I'll be back in one second, okay? Don't open doors or windows and don't come out" 


"Kay Mom, | won't" She smiled at me and | came out of my car, quickly walking to the entrance. I've been here 
many time before and knew my way around. | didn't hear music and breathed out in relief. Good at least | 
won't interrupt them in the middle of jamming. 

| knocked on the door, opening it and looking inside. Oh good, they just drinking beer. 

"Hi guys! I'm sorry, | dont want to interrupt you." 

"Hey, baby!" James jumped up, walking to me with a smile. 

"Hey, Angell" other guys' voices followed. 


James pulled me into a hug, and | smiled feeling his hands slide over my waist. 


"I think we focking have a winner! What'cha think James?" | heard Lars voice behind my back and felt James 
nod. | guess they were in the middle of something.. shit. okay, I'll make it quick 


"James, | left my phone in your car this morning." | started, and James pulled me closer, whispering into my 


ear. 
"You left something else in my car.. | put them in the glove compartment..." 
"Oh. yeah." | giggled. "Well, if you give me your keys, I'll get. um.. everything, and bring keys right back." 


Its my trophy! It stays with me, as for the phone.. you can have it back if you say 'yes'" His eyes secretly 
sparkled. 


"What ever it is, Yes. Now can | please have my phone, we're already late for the birthday party." 

"You can't take that ‘yes' back you know, | have three witnesses.” He pulled the keys out of his pocket, dangling 
them in his hand. And | was about to turn when | saw Lars wicked grin behind James back. Wait.. what did | 
just say yes to? Oh, well, | have no time to find it out now, | have to run. 

(Jason's POV) 

When James came back to the studio, he still had his catty smile on. 

"You didn't focking tell her did you?" Lars sat up on the couch. 


James grabbed himself a beer and dropped on the couch with a smirk. 


"Nope, not yet.. she can't back out now. You all like her, right?" 


"Is that a trick question? If | say yes, you'll hurt me, if | say no, you'll hurt me." Lars laughed. 
"I think this will be fucking great!" Kirk looked very exited. 
“There is no one who knows our shit better! She is perfect!" James stretched his legs out on the couch. 


She is. | lowered my eyes. Yeah James, just rub it in my face.. you lucky son of a bitch, and out-loud. "It will 
be one hell of a gig!" 


| pulled my beer to my lips, my eyes traveled to my bass and a memory took me back in time.. nineteen 
eighty-seven.. the beginning of my misery.. 


Of course | knew about Irons, | liked their music, | even saw them life once, but | was way in the back of the 
crowd and too busy headbanging to pay closer attention to the stage. When | met Angel for the first time, | 
thought that she was the coolest girl I'd ever seen She breathe and live music, she was full of fire, her smile 
was unbelievably contagious and | found myself drawn to her. But all that was just a crush, normal reaction to 


a beautiful girl, until.. 


Steve and | were jamming in the tuning room, just rough bass madness with subwoofer tremors shaking your 
every cell. Angel came in and watched us horsing around, laughing at our imitations of some known bass 
players. Steve always used his fingers and | was more of a pick player, he told me to try it his way and when 
my fingers pulled on the top string it snapped. Sharp pain right above my right eye followed, burning tears out 
of my eyes, and! gripped to my face, cursing. 


Angel jumped up, pulling my hands away, asking where it hurts, her hands gasped my face and through my 
tears | saw her eyes right in front of me. They moved closer, dismissing everything else and the world slowed 
down | felt her fingers pushing right below my eyebrow, | saw her lips move in slow motion, but my mind 
didn't register words, held hostage by her green gaze. My heart pulled, shaking on the edge of the green 
abyss, and dove in The pain had melted away together with the rest of me, | couldn't hear anything or answer 


anything, | was gone, drowned in deep green sea.. 


The green oceans rendered, moving away as Steve's hand shoved something cold to my face, dropping me down 
to Earth from my stupor, and | breathed in, feeling my body pulsating in low shuddering bass tremors, only no 


one was playing. 


"Just hold that there, itll stop the bleeding.. then we can use the superglue.. shit | know | have it here 
somewhere.."Angel was digging into her backpack, Steve was changing the broken string on my bass, asking me 
if it hurts a lot and telling me that this was the way he got his scar, and | was standing there with my heart 
jumping somewhere in my throat and willing to rip every string on my bass, and go through that pain again 


and again for one green gaze. 


A few days later we were at a wild as usual party, lots of booze, lots of girls to choose from. But | barely 


even looked at any of them, my heart was pulling me to Angel. | decided that today, would be the day. Today I'd 
ask her out. | worked up my nerves, and my eyes found Angel in the crowd as she was walking to the door. 
Now! | just needed to follow her and finally open up my heart. | quickly got up, keeping my eyes on her figure. 
When her hand landed on the door handle she turned, her eyes stopped on something, her face turned sad for 
a second and | read pain in her gaze, before she lowered her head, stepping out. What upset her so much? 


What was she looking at? 


With those thoughts | made my way through the drunk, loud crowd to the exit. When | got to the door | found 
the direction she had looked in. Dead ahead of my view | saw James with a half naked groupie in his lap. His 
face was buried in the girl's boobs, one hand holding an almost empty bottle of whiskey and the other under 
the blond's skirt. This was what she saw.. this was what upset her? She got upset because she.. she liked him? 
But l.. l.. | drew air into my lung and felt my heart flopping down, like a cut tree. Some one's drunk face floated 
from the side, hysterically shaking with laughter. | felt the need to run.. need for the fresh air. | turned, 
opening the door and quickly stepped out. | breathed in again and froze. Angel was siting with her back to the 
opposite wall, legs bent and drawn to her chest, head on top of her folded on top of her knees forearms. | 


breathed out and felt my heart painfully squeeze. 
"Are you okay?" Stupid question flew off my lips. 


She picked up her amazing eyes to me and | saw traces of tears on her cheeks before she quickly wiped her 


face with her sleeve, pulling a weak smile to her lips. 


"Yeah... I'm just a bit drunk.” She pushed herself away from the wall, standing up and | barely held myself form 


gripping into her shoulders and pulling her to me with a loud cry, ‘I'm here, forget him, | love you! 

"lll just... | think IIl go to my room." She smiled and | held my breath, swallowing my internal scream and feeling 
my head spin. Mind seized in override figuring out what to say. Go with her.. walk with her.. talk, make her feel 
better, make her smile, make her forget him. Gol Fingers tightened to the fists and lips breathed out flat 
words. 


"IIl walk with you." Mind jump in panic, lips pushed out weak. "If you want me to...” 


Her eyes returned to mine, someone opened the door, pushing me forward, green pools got closer but moved 


to something behind my back and | saw James' reflection in her eyes. His voice growled behind me. 


‘Outta my fucking way, Newkid!" His hand pushed my back as he drunkenly stumbled pass us on his way to the 


restroom. 


Angel lowered her eyes, then looked back at me. "I don't want you to miss the party, I'll be fine, I'll see you 


tomorrow." 


| just stood there, watching her walking away with one thought in my mind. Jason you're too late.. 


| really believed back then that if | would've asked her out in the beginning of the tour things would've been 
different. Only yars later, when they were already married, | found out that | never had a chance. Her heart 
was his before | met her, before | joined Metallica. Still, | couldn't let go, | couldn't pull myself out of it. Wishing 
without the hope.. wanting to be him, just to have her looking at me like she looked at him.. just for one day.. 


| looked at James’ smirking face and gulped my beer in. Don't go there Jason. Her heart was always his.. and 


always will be.. 


Just put her out of your mind. You did it all this years, bury your misery back deep in your heart, very deep. 


(Angel's POV) 


Music started to play and the stage lit up with multiple lights, making me nervously swallow and grip into the 
guitar strap. 


"| can't believe you talked me into this!" | looked at James’ smiling face. 
"Angel, everything will be fine, we rehearsed it a thousand times, don't worry." 


"I am going to worry! What if | fuck up? Or lose the beat? Or forget your part? Or." He pulled me to him, 
stopping me with a tender kiss. 


"You'll be great! Just relax.. imagine its one of your gigs." He fixed my guitar strap, got hold of my hand, and 
pulled me behind him on the stage. 


"Come on, we're walking together." 


The crowd came alive with screams, Lars winked at me and took his place behind the drums. | took a deep 


breath and let go of James' hand. My plan was to stay in the dark area at the back of the stage. 


Lars hit the drums and | tried to calm down my nerves, counting to my intro. Okay. here it comes.. there is no 
backing out now. Now! | hit the first notes, jumping into the riff of Motorbreath. | couldn't believe | was doing 
this! Shit, that is so fast. and it feels amazing! | feel my self smiling and banging my head with the rhythm. 
After the song was finished James looked at me and turned back to the mic. 


"Hello Montreal! Are you fucking happy to see us? Well, we have a surprise for you. Since my hands are still 
fucked up, someone is here to play my part. | think you all know her. The lead guitarist of Iron Maiden, my Hell 
Angel. " 


He raised his arm, pointing in my direction and the stage lights moved on me. Fuck! | squeezed a smile out of 


myself, feeling my heart pounding in my chest. The crowd cheered and | heard a few voices screaming my 
name. James turned back to the fans with a smile. 


"Can | hear a hell yeah?!" 


"Hell yeahlll" Kirk, Lars, and Jason joined the crowd in a scream that rocked the venue. | could feel energy 


building in the air. Here we go! 

For Whom The Bell Tolls, The Shortest Straw, and Wherever | May Roam came and went, and next on the 
setlist was Enter Sandman. | relaxed a bit, sucking in energy with every pore of my body. | always loved this 
part, felling as one, fans and the band, there was nothing in the world that made you feel like that. Pure 
euphorial 

(James' POV) 

| felt that Angel had relaxed and had started enjoying herself. But then again, if | was in her place, playing her 
part, | would be stressed too. Poor baby! During the first few songs, | could physically feel her tension. Now 
she'd finally stopped staring at her hands and gave me a smile. She needed to come to the front, what the 
fuck was with this hiding in the back by Lars? I'll pull her out if | have to! | turned to the front and screamed 
into the mic. 

"So, do you fucking like it so far?" 

"Yeahll" 

"Want more?" 

"Yeahll" 

Lars started Master Of Puppets and | walked back to Angel, watching her hammering the riff and started to 
play air guitar in front of her, making her laugh. Then wrapped my arm around her shoulder and screamed 
into her ear. 

"Stop fucking hiding in the back! C'mere!" 

She shook her head, laughing. 

"James, its your show, I'm fine here.. plus | have a perfect view of your ass from here.. so nice.." 


"Ohhh! Don't make me pick you up and carry you to the front!" 


"Okay, okay, | willl" She stepped closer and her eyes smiled at me. 


| went back to the front and started the song, watching her coming barely in front of the drums to join Kirk, 
she looked at me and | waved her to come closer, roughly pointing at the stage by my side as | sing. 


‘Obey your Master!" Will she? 
She giggled, walking straight to me, and stood by my side. Hell yeah, | am her.. 


‘Master! Master of puppets l'm pulling your strings, twisting your mind and smashing your dreams. Blinded by 
me you can't see a thing. Just call my name ‘cause I'll hear you scream" 


‘Master! Master!" Her smiling lips moved, chanting with Kirk and Jason. Oh, so you agree with that? Hehehehe.. 
"Just call my name ‘cause I'll hear you scream Master! Master, master!" 

| continued with the song as she stood, playing just a few steps away from me, her master. 

As she started my solo part, she looked into my eyes, and | felt shivers from that gaze. God she looked great 
on the stage, all heated up, small drops of sweat on her neck and chest, her wet shirt crumpled up on one 
side, showing off skin on her waist. Mmmnn.. | just want to.. She bend her head back and | almost moaned. 
Fuck.. | didn't think about this part when | asked her to play with us. She lowered her head slightly, eyes closed, 
her lips slip into a wicked smile and then she opened her eyes, looking up at me, and a wave of heat jolted to 
my groin. Fuck.. fuck. fuck.. me.. Dammit! All right, concentrate! She laughed and stepped back as | turned to 


Mic. 


‘Master, master!" Yeah, master my ass! "Where's dreams that I've been after? Master, master promised only 


lies. Laughter, laughter, all | hear or see is laughter. Laughter, laughter, laughing at my cries." 


Yep, she just showed me who the master is.. God | want her right now! Don't think about it now, later.. There 


are a few more songs to do, and then.. 
"Fix mel" 


We finished the song and | gave Lars a wink, he smiled with nod. Let's have some fun! 


(Angel's POV) 


| changed my guitar, well, James’ guitar, for the next song and walked back to the front. He wanted me there 
and he got it! | felt much more comfortable now, even put up a little play of powers during the last song. The 


Tension was gone and | fully enjoying myself, just as | would've at one of my gigs. 


The drums started the next song and | followed with my part. Wait.MY PARTI? 


Lars was playing Run to the Hills! | turned to him, continuing to play. We got all the way to the part where the 
lyrics start and he stopped, falling over his drums and laughing his ass off. Oh, you little! Very funny! l'm 
trying to not to fuck up in here! 


"Guys. um.. wrong band.. no way in hell | can sing that!" James turned to us with a wide smile. 

Ohhh! Youll! | just know it was your idea, James! | shook my head, squinting my eyes at him, then turned to 
Lars, who stuck his tongue out at me and gave the count to the next song, here we go, Damage Inc. | love that 
song! After this we get a small break and I'll deal with you, my Master. 

(Jason's POV) 

We finished Damage and went backstage for a small break, leaving Kirk on stage to play his doodle. | walked by 
Angel and she smiled at me, eyes shining, wet tee shirt clinging to her body. | smiled back flashing evil horns at 
her. She stopped in front of me and bent down to grab a bottle of water. My eyes stopped on her ass in tight 
black leather pants and | grabbed the towel pressing it to my face, but my eyes disobey, pulled back to the 
sight in front of me and | swallowed. Mnnn.. Jason! Stop looking! Remember, not yours! 

James' topless figure blocked my view as his arms grabbed her hips and she turned, laughing and wrapping her 
arms around his neck. Okay. now is the time to look away.. you don't want to see that. | moved the towel on 
my face, vigorously rubbing it and heard Angels voice. 

"Guys, can you turn away? Please, | need to change my shirt" | turned to the side and froze. Oh. fuck! Right in 
front of me was a plastic circle of stage light and in the mirrored surface of it | saw her pulling her shirt up, 
revealing a black bra Fuck! Don't look at her.. don't! God.. help me.. | made myself lower my eyes. 

(James' POV) 

She pulled her shirt up and my hands flew up, cupping her breasts. 


"Is that how you change at your gigs?" | heard small notes of jealousy in my voice. 


"I ask them to turn. and they do.. besides, at my gigs, you're not there to interrupt me, so it goes much 


faster." She grabbed a clean towel and covered her chest, laughing when my face moved to her neck 
"I can't help it.." | whispered against her skin, tasting her salty skin 


"James, stop that, we'll have time for that later." Her hands contradicted her words and moved to my ass, 


pulling me closer. | bit her neck with a moan and immediately felt movement in my groin. Oh oh, l'm in trouble! 


And | don't even have a guitar to cover my.. um. state. | need to cool off.. 
"Look what you did." | pulled back 

She lowered her eyes and giggled. 

‘Sorry... Nothing in her voice or wicked expression said ‘sorry’. 


The lights dimmed and flashes of pyro followed explosion sounds. We got back on the stage, okay.. | have a few 
more minutes to cool off.. think of something sad. War.. death. That's good.. | mean bad.. | mean.. fuck! Calm 


down! Her guitar started the intro, okay.. I'm okay.. for now.. few more songs. Grrrr.. 


(Angel's POV) 


The little backstage encounter with James got me feeling a bit horny. Oh, who am | kidding? Very horny! Thank 
God I'm a girl, so no one could see just how turned on! was. There he was, shirtless, tight black pants and that 


voice! | felt my lower stomach pulsating. 


Okay, snap out of it! The hard part of the song is coming! Hard.. coming.. shit! Think of music! Why is it so 
fucking hot in here! Okay.. here it is! 


| moved closer to Lars, our eyes locked and he gave me an encouraging smile. l'm ready when you arel My 


hand moved in unison with his foot in fast hammering beats. This part is so powerful, James is a genius! 


Sad But True and Of Wolf And Man were done and | came down a bit, trying not to stare at James' body. Next 
was Nothing Else Matters and | finally got to play a real solo, rhythm guitar is good, but | was feeling a bit 


out of place. 


Kirk and Jason both sat down on the steps on the right side of the snake pit and | took my seat on the left, 
starting the first notes of the solo. James slowly walked to me and sat by me. He raised his mic, looking into 
my eyes. 


"So close no matter how far, couldn't be much more from the heart, forever trusting who we are and nothing 


else matters." His voice was soft and my heart sung with him as he continued. 


"| never opened myself this way. Life is ours, we live it our way. All these words | don't just say, and nothing 
else matters." His eyes were gazing into mine and for a moment | got lost in his mesmerizing deep blues. This 


was so different from the times he'd sung this song to me at home. 


This was out in the open, a confession of his love in front of hundreds of people. | felt a lump growing in my 
throat and, feeling overwhelmed, | turned slightly to the side and rested the back of my head on his strong 
shoulder. Just don't start crying.. 


(James' POV) 


After Nothing there came Whiplash, and Angel was playing my old white flying V. | was still feeling a bit 
sentimental, but it all flew out the window, pushing me right back to extremely horny, when she raised her leg 
on the speaker and moved the guitar so corners of V pressed over her thigh. One of the tips pushed between 
her legs and | grunted. 


Fuuuckkk! She has no idea how sexy that was, just shredding away. | needed to sing.. when.. had | missed it? | 
listened closer, no, | hadn't, here it comes! | got through the song, growling a bit more than usual. She was 


killing me! | needed to hold on for the two last songs... 


"Okay, this is the fucking part where we sing a cover song, and it's another surprise! Iron Maiden's Remember 


Tomorrow!" 


| looked back at Angel and she had wide smile as she took her guitar from the tech. She looked so happy to 
see it that for the second | thought she would kiss it. Yep | knew the feeling.. there is nothing like your own 


guitar. 


She followed Lars' drums, hey those two got it working pretty welll Now | have to pay attention and don't fuck 


up, she did it for me, not one lost or wrong note, my turn. 


"Unchain the colors before my eyes, yesterday's sorrows, Tomorrow's white lies. Scan the horizon, the clouds 


take me higher, | shall return from out the fire!" | growled out. Not so bad, l'm not Bruce, but it sounded good. 


After the second verse Angel burst into her solo, her body bent back. Wow, | could feel the difference in her 
playing. This was her soul speaking through her guitar. She was lost in her music, she was one with her guitar. 
The slow part followed and she tilted her head back, her hair swept back, revealing her neck, her lips parted. 
oh.. that expression.. | knew it so well.. Fuck.. My pants felt tighter. Shit! You knew she would do that, why the 
fuck did you look? God | just want to.. | swallowed. Sing! Fucking sing! | turned to the mic ripping it form the 


stand, screaming out words and walking to Lars’ drums. 

As | turned to see if any of the guys had noticed anything in my state | saw Kirk busy looking down at his 
fingers. | smirked, yeah, it's hard to play someone else's rhythm part isn't it? Jason was standing with his face 
turned to Angel and.. wait.. what the.. was he staring at her? Did he just sigh? What the fuck? I'll deal with 
him later.. need to finish the show. | finished the last verse and looked over the crowd. 

"You want one more?" 


"Yeslll" 


"Nol 


"Yesll" 
"Nol 
"Yesll" 


"Okay, okay, one more! But you have to fucking scream, just a few words. Seek.. and.. Destroy!!!" 


(Angel's POV) 


James went down from the stage, moving closer to the rails. | walked to the edge and placed one leg on the 
speaker, just a habit from my gigs, | did this all the time with Steve. To my surprise Jason joined me from the 
left and | smiled at him. | knew they didn't do this on their shows, so | gave Jason a smile, mouthing ‘thanks' at 


him, he smiled back and gave a ‘welcome’. 

| looked back at James and at that moment some girl in front of him flashed her tits at him, jumping up and 
down as he passed by her. | felt hot flash of anger. You fucking bitch! I'm standing right fucking herel | tensed 
up, as James turned her way, but he pressed the mic to some shirtless dude, letting him scream ‘seek and 
destroy, and completely ignoring the whore. Thank you, baby. 

It never bothered me at my gigs, I've seen girls do that all the time, but this was different. This bitch knew 
that | was his wife, what the fuck? Ohhhh! | just wanted to jump down and smash her face in! Chill.. be the 


bigger person and just let it go..don't even look at her.. she doesn't deserve your attention. 


| turned back to Jason and he looked at me with an apologetic smile on his face, that event obviously made him 


uncomfortable. | whisper. 


"IFs okay.” 


(James' POV) 

After the last song was over, we said our thanks to the fans, threw some picks into the crowd, and stepped 
off the stage. Lars got held up doing his usual teasing with his drumsticks. | pulled the guitar off Angel and 
pulled her to me, whispering into her ear. 

"Baby, thank you for doing it! You where great!" 


She kissed my cheek. 


"You welcome! | did enjoy it! Her hands slid to my waist and she tucked her thumbs into my jeans. Oooh.. the 


show was over.. oh yeah 
"| miss that! Remember when we tour together?" My lips traced bites on her neck. 


"Are we waiting till we get to hotel, or do you have a place in mind?" Her hand brushed over my groin and she 


kissed my neck with a light moan 

"A place.. Uh.. we needed a place now." | looked around. Lots of doors.. 
Lars pulled Angel out of my arms and gave her a hug, kissing her cheek. 
"That was focking great!" 


Kirk giggled. "Watch it Lars, James'll hurt you! Angel it was a pleasure! Oh, what the hell.” He joined Lars, 
hugging and kissing her on the other cheek. 


"Thanks guys! It was something!" Angel's face lit up with a big smile. 
Jason stepped closer. "One hell of a show!" 
| bet it was for you.. | remembered what | saw on stage and glared at him, feeling very possessive. 


"Okay, okay, | think she feels thanked enough.. don't you all have a shower to take.." | pulled her back to me, 


whispering into her ear. 


"Where were we? Oh yes.. a place. That door on the left looks inviting." 


(Angel's POV) 


James pushed me to a door that he'd chosen, walking behind me and holding on close to my hips with both 
hands. | could feel him press me to his growing hardness and my blood burst in flames of urge. | turned to 
him, feeling very thirsty for his lips and he grasped my lips with his as if he was waiting for it forever. My 
hand groped at the wall, blindly looking for the door handle until | finally found it and opened it, pulling my 


husband in. 

Lips continue fiery dance as he tugged my shirt up, sliding one of his hands up my back and groping my ass 
with the other. Our tongues were twisting together and my hands were working on his pants when suddenly 
multiple flashes lit the room. James let go of my lips and looked behind me. 


"Shit." He quickly pulled my shirt down, and moved his hands to my waist. 


| turned my head and saw the room was full of people, all looking at us, a few photographers were happily 


snapping pictures. | hid my face in James’ bare chest and giggled. 
| don't think you can chase all of them out." 


| better not fucking see those pictures anywhere!" James backed out of the room, holding me in front of him 
to cover his bulge. We closed the door, looked at each other, and burst in laughter. 


"At least | didn't pull your pants off yet." James looked at me with his catty smile. 
"And | didn't pull anything out of yours." | ran my finger over his chest and down to his waistband. 


"We need to find a better.. um.. empty room." His lips returned to my neck as his hands slid south from my 
waist. 


"And look inside first." | whispered. 
"Good idea" He moved on to the next door, peeked inside and quickly closed it. 
"No luck.. let's see what's behind door number three.." 


We checked out a few more rooms, finding people in all of them, the last door was a dressing room. | looked at 
James with a wicked smile. 


"I think we just have to wait our turn in the shower.. just you and.. your groupie, washing you.." 
"Mmmmnmn." He bit his lip and closed his eyes. "| haven't had a groupie in the shower for a very long time.." 
| gasped and shoved my fist under his rib. "Only in the shower?" He laughed and pulled me to him. 

‘| meant to say | haven't been with a groupie for a very long time." 


"Will you give me your autograph? I'd love to have it right.. here." | pulled his hand to my ass and placed it on 
the left cheek. 


"What should | write?" He quirked his eyebrow and lightly rubbed the desirable signature spot, squeezing it. 
"Just write ‘James’ girl’ Do you have a marker on you?" 


"Oh.. for that I'll find one! Let me see how soon the guys will be done." He opened the dressing room door, 
pressing my head to his chest and | heard Lars’ voice. 


"Well, that was focking quick" 


"Shut the fuck up Ulrich, I'm just checking if you guys are done and it's our turn" 
"Couldn't find a place?" Kirk's giggled and | smiled into my husband's skin, pushing my leg between his. 
James grunt and smirk. "Something like that." 


"Why don't you just go back to the focking hotel, you pervs." Lars laughed and | turned, covering my eyes with 
my hand. 


"Oh come on guys! | promised James I'd be his groupie." 


"Dammit Angel, don't put that image in my head! I've seen him with groupies.. shit.. too late, it's in my head." | 


almost opened my eyes to see James’ face expression 
"| can fucking slap it out!" | heard his growl and he stepped forward, pulling me with him into the room. 


"Just kidding! Anyway I'm done, Jason too, Lars is the only one you have to wait on, and Angel, you can look, 
we're dressed for the most part." Kirk laughed. 


| lowered my hand off my eyes, looking at James. 

"Is he kidding about that too? Don't want to see any dangling body parts." 

James' eyes scanned the room. "Lars is still in his fucking underwear, the others have almost zipped pants on" 
"So nothing I've never seen before?" | let go of James and turned. 

An evil plan flourished in my mind and | walked to the shower cabin with a screen around it, my personal and 
the only request | always had for my gigs. James stopped for a second, watching me step behind the screen 
and | peeked my head out. 

‘Care to join me?" He smiled at me and slowly started opening his pants, | laughed and hid behind the screen 

| loved my invention, it took some time to figure out how to take a shower after the show in the same room 
with boys and this was a perfect solution | don't see them, they don't see me. | quickly slipped my tee off and 
hung in on the screen, pants soon joining the tee. | tucked my panties into my shoe and folded my bra, hiding it 


under my shirt on the screen 


| just started to play with water, getting it to a comfortable temperature when James stepped into my private 
dressing area, holding a towel in front of his naked body. 


| took the towel from his hands and pulled him under water as he wrapped his arms around me. Our lips found 


each other and he released a soft moan. 


‘Guys, we better don't focking hear any moans from over there!" Lars’ loud voice made me let go of James' 


lips and smile. Kirk's voice joined Lars’, giggling from a distance. 
"Yeah, that would sooo not help to get the picture out of my head" 


| lathered soap on my body and turned to James, slowly rubbing my body against his. He ran his hands on my 
sides, slowly moving them to my breasts. When his fingers reached my nipples | bit my lip, trying my best to 
hold the moan. He lowered his lips to my ear. 


"Shhhhh..." 


He pushed me under the water, caressing my body. Streams of water increased my sensations, it was like his 
hands were everywhere at the same time. | gasped but he whispered another "shhh" in my ear. Oh.. God. it 
was so hard to be quiet. Hard.. | felt his shaft pushing against my lower stomach. Okay baby, let's see how you 
can handle this.. 


| smiled and slowly went down, kissing my way to his extended flesh and crowned his cock with my lips. His 
body move forward to me and | took him all the way inside of my mouth, slowly pulling back. His hands 
grabbed at the wall, lips parted and | let him go, placing a finger against my lips in a silencing gesture. He bit 
his lip, pressing on the back of my head and | gladly obeyed his will, sucking him deeper, working my way on his 
length. | saw his lips move into ‘o', hands grip into my hair, eyes burning in need. Then he bit into his lower lip, 
bracing himself on the wall visibly fighting the strong urge to vocalize his pleasure. 


Hehehe. Hard isn't it? I'm a bad girl.. but it's sooo nice to torture him like this. Sweet, sweet torture.. | speed 
up, feeling him buckling his hips against me, my hands grip to his hips, pulling him closer. | could feel him 


pulsating in me and could see how much he was struggling to keep quiet. 

A few minutes later | started to feel my own body respond with shivers of fire when | saw him tilt his head 
back and open his mouth. | thought he would lose it any moment, giving into the overwhelming feeling, when 
Kirk's shy voice intruded from behind the curtain. 

"Um.. guys.. we are leaving.. So you can relax.. just give us a few seconds, before you.. um.. you can hear me.. 
right?" James’ body tensed up, his cock grew bigger with the next few deep thrusts and he burst his seed 
into my mouth with loud growl. 

‘Mnn.Yes!" His voice resonated in the small space like thunder and | felt him shake in my arms. 


Kirk's voice answered. "Okay then, see you at the bar!" 


| drained every last drop of him before letting him go. We heard the door open and close and James pulled me 


up, wrapping his arms around me and breathed out. 


"Thank God.. Kirk's question came at the right time... | can't believe you. such a bad gir!" 

"| hope you enjoyed it, | sure did. It was my pleasure to see you fight your body... hehe" 

"But what about you?" He tilted my face to him. 

"Awww.. how sweet, you want to make your groupie feel better." | giggled and he smiled back at me. 


"Right, a groupie! Where is my marker? I'd love to sign your ass!" 


XXI .The evil that men do. 


XXI The evil that men do. 


(James' POV) 


We got sick of the studio work and decided to have a little fun Our trip started with a gig for club members 
only in a bar called Astoria in London, and it went great! As a bonus | got to spend time with my family. Now 
we were at the Donington festival and the week after that we planed to visit a tiny town in Alaska, called 


Tuktoyaktuk or as Kirk had renamed it Tuksukfukyuk 


| was sporting my new hair cut, not everyone agreed that it looked good, but hey, | liked it and Angel did too, 
fuck the others. Jason cut his hair short a few months before and Lars trimmed his. Kirk was the only one 
who kept his long hair. Kind of new Metallica image, like it or not. 


I's not that we'd planned on it, it was just the next step and as much as | missed my long hair, after the 
burn accident it just didn't want to grow right, so | chopped it off, leaving it long at the back, short on top, and 
shaved on the sides. A bad ass look, just needed some tats to go with it. well, maybe later. 


Donington Fest gathered many bands together, and multiple trailers filled the grounds around it. We arrived 
early in the afternoon and went for a walk to say hi to a few old friends. There was a lot of people we knew 
and | was glad to see some of them, didn't really fucking care about the others. Angel got held up with Jon and 
Richie and | stopped to chat with Pepper. 


(Angel's POV) 
A few words with the Bon Jovi boys, a few laughs and a polite ‘good to see you' and | moved on James was 
talking with Pepper, | made my way to them and just raised my hand to get hold of James’ arm when | heard 


a very familiar voice behind me. 


"| see you're still wasting your time with this motherfucker." Slash was standing behind me with a grin on his 


face. 

"You better watch your fucking mouth, mop head!" | glared at him. 

"Well you are a mother.. and he's.." His grin grew wider. 

‘Choose your next words very carefully." | noticed that everyone around us had suddenly grown quiet and you 


could taste the tension of the moment. We stared at each other for a few seconds before bursting out in 


laughter. 


‘Its fucking great to see you, girll" He stepped closer with wide open arms and gave me a big hug, picking me 


up off the ground. 

‘Its been a long time!" | hugged him back, smiling. | hadn't seen him in ages! "I heard you're still with Axhole?" 
He snorted and let me down, keeping his arm around my shoulders. 

"Fuck, | miss youl Yeah.. thinking about going on my own though.. have a sick project on the side." 

"Really? Well, | want to hear all about it!" 

| was really happy to see him, we were friends a lifetime ago, before I'd met James. | met Slash when he was 


with Road Crew, and when he got involved with Guns we slowly drifted apart. | just couldn't stand Axl's 
attitude, and his general disrespect for women. 


"Bar after the fucking gig? To catch up.” 
Its a datel" My smile faded when | saw Axl approaching. 


"Fuck, I'm going before the *diva® gets any closer, seriously, | don't want to talk to him. See you at the bar!" | 
gave him a small peck on the cheek. 


"Sure run away, you know he'll be at the fucking bar, there is no escaping." 

"I hope he'll be pissed drunk and too busy with his sluts." | turned back to James, he was looking at me with a 
serious face. What did | miss? Did Pepper tell him some kind of bad news? 

(James' POV) 


Lars lowered his head to me and | barely heard his voice over the loud music in the small bar that we ended 


up in atter the show. 

‘lm going to get me another focking drink, you want one?" 

"Jager." | tried to focus on his face. 

"Jager after vodka? That's a focking death wish!" 

"Don't give a fuck, just get me some Jager!" My gaze returned to my previous view. 


Angel was siting on the other side of the table with Slash, laughing at something he said. She'd told me earlier 


that she knew him a long time ago, and they'd become friends when Crew toured in Europe. She was so happy 
to see him today that | couldn't help but wonder just how far that friendliness got. She sure looked very 
interested in whatever he was talking about. Look at them, whispering in each other's ears and smiling, she 


even forgot that l'm here. 


"Here is your focking Jager, I'm going to chat with Scott" Lars dropped two glasses on the table, but | didn't 
even turned, too busy glaring across the table. Slash said something and my wife hit his arm, throwing her 
head back, laughing. My fists unconsciously tightened and | grabbed my drink off the table, emptying the 
burning liquid with one gulp. 


"You stutit.muh.stu-pi-der than | thought... hic." Axl's drunk face appeared at my side. He giggled and fell on 
the chair by me, looking in Angel and Slash's direction. "| wouldn't trust her.. hic.. considrin their history." His 
drunk eyes returned to mine and he smirked. "You know... old fucking flame and all.. hic." 

| grabbed to his jacket and pulled him off his chair to me. 


"What the fuck do you mean by that?" 


He tried to pushed my hands away and regain his balance, but finally gave up and braced himself against the 
table. 


"He used to fuck her." His smile turned into a grin. "Didn't she tell you?" 


My jaws clenched in wave of anger, | pushed him back and he slid down, falling back to his chair. So.. it did get 
pretty far.. just a friend my ass! Angel.. why did you lie to me? Come to think of it, he only mentioned once 
that he knew her when we toured together. He never said anything.. Only when Lars started talking about my 


marriage. Axl's drunk voice raised over music. 

"All bitches are the same.. you can't trust them." He got up and melted out of my view. 

My eyes returned across the table, teeth grinding with rage. Angel took her glass off the table and a bit of it 
got spilled on her leg. Slash's hand got hold of hers to steady it and they both laughed. Now he's touching her?! 
My jealousy hit boiling point and | tried to extinguish it with another drink, but it only fired up my rising anger. 
That is it! | have to stop this! 


"Angell" | slowly got up, feeling very unsteady on my feet, and stepped away from the table. She turned to me 
with a smile. 


"Are you okay, baby?" 


Maybe its nothing.. | need to cool off.. | need some air.. | felt the room turning around me and she quickly got 
up, bracing me and turning to Slash. 


"I think James needs a little help, see you later Saul, and don't forget to call me!" 


My head spun in a drunk haze. Oh... he'll call you, don't you fucking worry! And when he does I'll shove his 
fucking phone up his ass! | made one step toward Slash, but my legs refused to move the right way and | 
leaned on Angel's shoulder. I'll get you later.. too fucked up today. Fucking Jager, gets me every time.. 


By the time we reached our hotel, we were all over each other and | had forgotten all about Slash and my 
jealousy. Finding a key and opening the door took some time, but we finally stumbled into our room, kissing and 
ripping each other's clothes off. 


Her eager lips were sucking on my neck, her hands were roaming over my body. | struggled with my jeans a 
bit, but with Angel's help soon every piece of my clothing was scattered across the floor. She pushed me onto 
the bed, breathing shallow with overwhelming desire. | pulled her jeans off, falling backwards in the process and 
she laughed. 


"Stop horsing around, c'merel" She helped me up, urging me closer and | fell on top of her, covering her body 


with kisses. 


| reached her nipple and she arched with a moan | moved my lips to her shoulder, nibbling on her soft skin, 
and raised my head to see her smiling with joy on her face, her eyes closed. | kissed her lips and she moan, 
but her eyes stayed closed. She never closes her eyes.. she always wants to see me..What's different today? 
Why is she..? The answer slowly floated in my drunk head, bringing the bar scene back. Slash. ls she... imagining 
him with her? She's turned on after talking to him! 


The picture of her with him burned through my mind and a storm of fury rose up in me, consuming my 
consciousness. Flashes of her naked body in his arms, her moaning under him.. Anguish twisted my body and | 
felt my blood boiling, poisoned by vivid images. No! 

| pressed her to the bed, sinking my teeth into her shoulder and feeling rage of jealousy taking over me. | 
entered her and started thrusting fast and rough, slamming into her with fury. My teeth clenched on her skin, 
and | felt a coppery taste on my lips. 

"Fuck! James! Too rough!" 


| ignored her cry, pumping away with a clouded mind, completely overtaken by violent intensity. 


"Stop it!" She tried to push me off, but | got hold of her arms and pinned them above her head with one hand. 
A deep growl came from the depth of my chest. 


"You're mine! No one can touch youl No one!" 


"James, you're hurting me!" Another cry, her body twisting under me, trying to escape. 


| silenced her with a rough kiss, gripping her face with my free hand. My teeth locked on her bottom lip and | 
bit down, drawing blood. She pulled her face to the side and | let go of her lips, moving my teeth to her neck. 


"Fuck! Get off me! Stop!" She screamed and tried to free herself, pushing me with her legs. | held her down and 


increased my movements, feeling my approaching orgasm. 


"James! Stop!" She freed one of her arms and pushed against me, but her fighting increasing my mindless rage. 
| grabbed her arms and pushed them to the sides, ramming into her until | felt my body convulsing in release. 


| grunted and rolled off to the side, catching my breath. 


My mind slowly rose up from anger and madness and | heard quiet weeping beside me. Angel! What did | just.. 
Fuck! Did | just.. raped her? How could |? Oh.. God.. what is fucking wrong with me?! 


| roughly sat up, rubbing my face with shaking hands and looked back at my wife. She was laying on her back, 
covering her face with her hands. Oh.. no.. Fuck! | reached for her blood covered shoulder, feeling her body 


tremble under my touch. 
Oh no.. what have | done.. oh God.. 


"Angel." My voice shook and she slowly lowered her hands. Tears were rolling from her eyes mixing with a 


bloody trail, that ran from her lips to her neck. | did that?! Oh.. no.. Fuck.. sickness turned my stomach. 


"Baby... l.. | don't know why.. dear God.. I'm so sorry." My voice quivered, hands rose up and gripped into my 
hair, then dropped down, turning to fists. She slowly got up, not even looking at me, put her robe on and walked 
into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. Not a word. | rubbed my face and dropped on the blood 
stained sheets, closing my eyes shut. How could | do that to her??! Fuck.. Fuuucklll Hands rose up again and 


smashed into the bedding. 

| sat up, feeling my whole body shake and walked to the bathroom door, slowly pulling it open. She stood by the 
sink holding a wet towel to her face, and | heard her sob. | walked to her and raised my hands to her 
shoulders, but she jerked away from my touch. She hates me.. my head spun, legs felt weak and | dropped 
down onto my knees beside her. 

"Angel... l.. | couldn't control it." 

She looked at me with eyes full of tears, and | felt a knife twisting in my heart, pushing out a weak plea. 


"Please don't hate me...” 


She ignored my cry and walked past me, leaving me standing alone. Not a word. Fuck! | wish she'd get angry, hit 


me, scream at me, shake me, fucking kill me, anything but silencel 


| sat on the floor and slammed the back of my head against the wall. Fuck!!! You fucking animal! Fucking drunk 
asshole! Even if she was with him, it was long before she met you, you son of a bitch! | slammed my head 
again, harder this time, putting all my anger at myself into it. 

My head resonated with a loud bang and a wave of nausea came up from my stomach. | barely made it to the 
toilet before spilling my guts. When my stomach stopped twisting with sickness, | raised myself to the sink, 
turning the water on. My eyes drifted up and | saw my reflection in the mirror with blood covered lips and 
chin. Fucking monster! 


"Fucklll" My fist smashed the disgusting image, raining pieces of broken glass down 


| washed my face and took the towel from the counter, Angel's blood on the white towel made my heart sink 


and | slid back to the floor, weeping into the towel. I'm a monster.. she would never forgive me.. 


A sudden light noise from the bedroom grabbed my attention and | got up, pushing the bathroom door open 
Angel stood with her back to me, fully dressed, fighting with her jacket and trying to find an arm opening. 


Oh.. no.. please don't! | can't.. | deserved that.. but | can't live without you.. 
"Angel. please don't leave.. l'm begging you." Shaking words, trembling heart, shivering with sudden cold body. 


She didn't even look at me, continuing to turn the jacket in her hands. | watched her, feeling emptiness slowly 


creeping into my chest.. if she leaves me.. I'll die. 

"Angel. please don't.. l'm sorry, it wasn't me.. | couldn't stop it.” 

She stopped for a second, then threw her jacket across the room with a growl then dropped onto the side of 
the bed, covering her face with her hands and started to cry. | walked to her and stood on my knees by the 


bed, wrapping my arms around her shaking body. 


‘lm sorry.. | lost it.. | couldn't control it.. please don't hate me.." | tried to swallow the lump in my throat, 


feeling tears dropping from my eyes. "Please... don't leave me.. | love you.." 
"Why?" Her voice was shaking. 


"l. | just.. when | saw your eyes closed.. | thought you were thinking of him.. and | lost it.. Angel, please forgive 
me." | buried my face in her lap, bursting into tears. 


"Who him?" She pulled my face up, looking into my eyes. 


"Saul." | swallowed, feeling my heart beating fast somewhere in my temples. 


"Why would | think about him when I'm with you?" 


"Axl told me you and him used to.. and l.. you were so happy to see him. and.. I'm an idiot.. it was before me, 


but l.. | just got." | pulled her hands, pressing them to my face, but she pulled her hands away and stood up. 


"Axl told you we used to fuck? And you believed him." She started to walk to the door, then turned back to 
me. "| told you we were just friends, nothing more. You don't believe me, you can ask Saul, he has no reason to 


lie to you." Her hand reached for the door handle and | felt iron hand squeezed my heart. 


"I believe you.. please don't leave." Scattered mind, chest feels so tight it hurts to breathe, lips pushing 
desperate plea through the suffocating lump. "Please... I'm a fucking jealous asshole.. you can kill me if you want 
to, just don't leave.. I'll do anything you ask me too, anything for your forgiveness." 


She let go of the door handle and turned to me, her voice was strong and low. 


"You'll promise to trust me. You'll promise that this was the first and absolutely the last time you EVER take 


" 
your anger out on mel 
"Angel. I'll never." | swallowed and her eyes darkened, 
"Promise!" 


"| swear." My heart was pounding in my head, my whole body felt cold, eyes gazing into green stormy oceans, 


trying to read my verdict. 


She closed her eyes, slowly breathed in and out, fingers tightened into fists and relaxed. When she opened her 


eyes again the storm was gore, green lightened, face softened, 


"| forgive you.. but just this one time." She slowly walked to me and | grasped her in my arms, still standing on 


my knees and her hands ran to my face, pulling me up. "Can you forgive yourself?" 


My eyes slid to a deep cut on her bottom lip, covered with hardened blood. How could |? Eyes moved down to 
her neck with a bright bruise, heart sunk following eyes to bloody bite on her shoulder. | pulled her hands to 

my face and saw red marks on her wrists and forearms. | did all this.. | hurt her.. Fuck.. | deserved to fucking 
die for this! Lump in my throat grew, making me swallow my sorrow, eyes closed in pain of shame. | don't 


deserve her love.. or her forgiveness. 


Ill never forgive myself for what | did to you.." | pressed her body to me, feeling tears making their way 


down on my cheeks. "| hate myself.. | hate this monster in me.." 


"We all have monsters inside.. | know how hard is it to fight anger and what horrible things you can do in rage.. 


it took me a long time to learn to control my demons. | forgive you." 


"Thank you.." My lips trembled against her head and she pulled back, looking into my eyes. 


‘Secrets make people imagine something that's not there. We will end this right now. Ask me anything you want 
to know about my life before you. Ask me, right now, right here, so you know it all” 


"Angel, | trust you." 

"Ask me! So you don't listen to rumors. You want to know who | was with before you?" 
"| dont need to kn--" | started, tying to pull her back to me, but she pushed back 
"James, ask mel * 

"Just tell me if | know any of them." I lowered my eyes. 


"No. The first guy | dated in the high school. Second guy cheated on me while | was on tour. Neither of them 
have anything to do with music and | have no idea where they are now and | don't care. | was down one night, 
got drunk, and woke up with our first drummer, Barry. That happened only once. You've never meet him. This 
is all of *them*. There was no one else. James, | don't dream of other man with me. | love you, and only you..” 


Her eyes darkened. "But if you ever disrespect me with pointless jealousy again, I'll leave." 


"| won't... | swear. I'll never hurt you again.. I'll never.. | can't lose you.. | love you." | picked her up, holding her 


close to me and she wrapped her arms over my neck, pressing her face to my chest. 


| opened my eyes and the light of the room exploded in my head with a pounding headache, making me shut 
them close. | tried to swallow and wince. Shit.. My throat and mouth felt like I'd been eating crushed glass. My 
legs were cold, my arms were numb and stiff, aching back was pressed against something hard. What the 


fuck..? 


| opened my eyes again. | was sitting on the bed with my back to the headboard, completely naked, holding fully 
dressed, sleeping Angel in my arms. What the.. Why is she dressed and l'm naked? Head pounded, stirring up 
the memory of last night and it slowly surfaced, making me tighten my arms around my wife. Fuck.. 


| hit my head back to the headboard and my wife moved, rolling her head on my chest. | looked down and saw 
a big purple bruise on her neck. | can't fucking believe | did that.. She moved again and opened her eyes, 
snuggling her face to my neck. 


"Did you hold me all night?" 


‘| did." My voice burned through my dry throat like sand paper. 


Angel stretched and moaned. 


"Oh God! | feel like | was run over by a truck.. everything hurts." She sat up, turning to me with a smile. 
"Ouch!" Her hand flew to her lips. 


I'm sorry." Fuck! 
She slid off my lap and stood up. 
"Just tell me, how bad does it looks?" Her fingers were examining her slightly swollen and bruised lip. 


Like you spent the night with a fucking monster." | sat up clenching my teeth. "Like your husband is a fucking 


dickhead, unworthy your love and your forgiveness.” 


"Awesome.. and | have to be on fucking stage in eight hours.. fucking great.” She pulled her shirt off and threw 


it on the bed, inspecting her shoulder. "Fuck! Okay, | need a warm shower to feel better, shower and coffee." 


"You take a shower and I'll get the coffee." | lowered my eyes away form brutal evidence of my drunken 


madness. Fuck.. | can't believe | was capable to hurt her like this... 

She didn't answer me, and | looked around the floor in search for my jeans, finding them all the way at the 
door. When we came back to the room last night, everything was perfect, until | fucked it up. | looked back at 
Angel, but she wasn't looking at me, yanking her suitcase open and throwing over her shoulder. 


"Thanks..." 


| sighed and lowered my head. ls this how it's going to be from now on? She said she'd forgiven me, but had 
she really? 


(Angel's POV) 


| found everything | needed, pulling and throwing every item on the bed. Fuck! | wish the weather was cold, so 
all of this wouldn't look so specious. Fuck! | walked into the bathroom, feeling something crunch under my foot 
and looked down. The floor was covered in broken pieces of the mirror, a small part of it still hanging in the 


frame. | carefully stepped closer, inspecting my reflection 


Nice.. My swollen and blue lip had a cut with a scab over it, my neck had a huge bruise, my shoulder had a 
bite mark with a big dark purple circle around it. Fuck, how am | going to come out on stage looking like that? 


"God. all I'm missing is a few knocked out teeth and a shiner under my eye to complete the look of a crack 


whore!" 


"I'm sorry." James quietly opened our room door and stepped out with his head lowered down, and | sighed. 
Fuck! Me and my tongue! He feels bad already, and | just had to say that. Shit! Why do | have to be such a 
bitch? I'm not angry at him, I'm really not. | know better than anyone what you can do in rage.. He just let 
jealousy take over him. | should've said something nice, but shit, he knows l'm not a morning person, plus | feel 


like crap! And look like one and | have a fucking show to do! 


When he comes back I'll fix it, | have to, | can't let him drown in his guilt. | understand how you can get 
overcome by anger. I've felt it, dealt with it most of my life. | know how it can take over you and you're 
absolutely powerless to stop it. | know how bad you feel after you hurt people you love. | need to help him 
forget about it. 


| swept glass from the floor into the corner of the bathroom, using a towel and carefully inspected the floor 
before taking my shoes off and taking the rest of my clothes off. | washed my face, brushed my teeth, and 
turned the water in the shower on. What is taking James so long? He should be back by now.. 


(James' POV) 


Never in my whole life | felt so low, so horrible, so disgusted with myself and so lost. Heart was screaming in 
pain, ‘she'll never look at you the same, you fucked it all up, you ruined it! as dragged my feet back to our 

hotel room, carrying a cup of coffee. The door to the bathroom was half open and | saw Angel's body through 
the fogged glass. | had no idea what to do now, | wish | could just erase last night.. wash it from her memory.. 


from my memory. 


| put the cup of coffee on the night stand and sat down on the bed. Now what? | don't know how to act around 
her.. | dropped my head down, bringing my hands to my face and my eyes slid on dark red streak of dried 
blood on my forearm. Heart skipped and flopped down, eyes drifted to the bathroom door. | need a shower.. 


should | wait..or..? 


| slowly undressed and walked into the bathroom, stopping unsure of what to do. Should | join her? Would she 
want me to after what | did? We've always taken a shower together before.. but now.. Maybe I'll just wait til 
she invites me in | picked up my toothbrush and started vigorously rubbing my teeth. It'll never be the same.. 


we never be the same.. 


| rinsed my mouth and glanced at myself in the broken piece of the mirror that somehow survived my rage. 
I've forever ruined what we had.. | looked at the shower and saw Angel standing under the water with her 

hands on the wall, face up to the streams with her back to me. She didn't ask me to join her.. she didn't even 
want to look at me. | have to wait till she's done.. | had nothing else to do in the bathroom and stepped to the 


door. | was just about to walk out when | heard the shower door opening. 


"James, you're not going to join me?" | turned back and sighed. 


"I didn't know if you wanted me to." 
"C'merel" She reached to me and pulled me under the water. 
Her hands embraced my face and she peered deep into my eyes. 


"I don't hate you, | understand you. | would've done so much worse.. if | ever thought you were thinking of 


another woman when you're with me.. | would've done worst.” 
"Angel, | never..| started, but her fingers pressed to my lips. 


"I know you feel horrible, but please, can we just forget last night. | still love you and | hate to see you all 
diminished and broken, | want my James back" 


"| love you..." | whispered, feeling the lump in my throat getting bigger. 


"I know, baby.. kiss me." She pulled me to her lips and my eyes stopped on her bruised lip and | swallowed 


another wave of guilt. 
"Your lip." 
She pressed to me, pulling my face to hers. "I want you to kiss me." 


| carefully touched her lips with mine, afraid to inflict even slightest pain, but she yanked me closer and | gave 
into her will. My arms slowly wrapped around her body, still not sure if they are allowed to. And she answered 
with a light moan, embracing me in her arms. Her hands slid on my back, caressing, encouraging, loving, and my 
heart warmed up. She still loves me. Oh my Angel, thank you! | sucked her lips in mine and felt her tense up a 


bit and immediately pulled back. 
“Sorry.” 
She gave me a wicked smile. "You will be when | tell you what punishment | have for you..” 


"| deserve the cruelest punishment." | looked at her neck and shoulder and the smile that was about to 


emerge on my lips, varnished. "Death would be one | can think of." 


She pulled my face back up and eloped my lips with hers, hands moved over my chest, kiss deepened My body 
responded with a moan, hands brought her closer, mind let go of my guilt, drowning in the loving fog. Her 
hands slid lower on my stomach, reaching for my groin and another moan escaped my chest as her lips moved 


to my neck sucking my skin in. Her hand slowly stroke my dick, bringing it to hardness and | pulled her to me, 


but she moved back. 


"Your punishment will be cruel.. unbearably cruel.” She made a serious face and | held my breath, watching 


her face and trying to read her mind. She looked down at my erected flesh and when her eyes rose back to 
mine | saw devilish sparks dancing in them. 


"Anything." | breathed out and her lips slid into a wicked smile. 
"No blow jobs until my lip completely heals." 

She is joking! Oh thank God! 

"Oh... no.. that is so mean! Can | chose the death penalty instead?" 


"Nope, my verdict is finall Now.." Her knee moved on my hip, teasing me. "I think you owe me something from 
last night.. love me.." 


(Angel's POV) 
| was late for rehearsal and as soon as | walked in Bruce jumped to me. 
"What the fuck?" 


| bit my lower lip, trying to hide James bite, but it was too late. | watched my brother's eyes narrow, but 
before he could say anything | heard Adrian's voice. 


"Well, you look.. dashing, what the fuck happened to your lip?" 


Steve and Nicko turned our way and | smiled, trying to laugh it off. "We were drunk last night and.. we got a 


bit carried away, you know.." 


"Fuck. | can't wait to see what you did to him!" Steve giggled and | walked to my guitar, praying that this 


conversation fulled my brother. 


| pulled my guitar up, throwing the strap over my shoulder, but when it touched the sore spot | couldn't 
helped and winced. 


"What the fuck happened?" Bruce appeared at my side. 
"I told you, we were drunk." | started but he stepped forward and yanked on my guitar strap. 


"Bruce, don't!" | clenched my jaws feeling sharp pain twisting my whole arm and he quickly pulled my tee shirt 


off the shoulder. His eyes turned dark. 


"What the fuck? Angel, tell me the truth, you tell me or lm going to fucking beat it out of your husband." 


| quickly covered my exposed skin and his eyes moved to my wrist. He grabbed my hand and pulled my long 


sleeve up. Growl escaped his chest. 
"Did he hit you?" He was breathing fast, his eye were narrowed, nares flaring up with anger. 


"No, he didn't hit me, *that® | wouldn't forgive him. Bruce, its my personal life, it's not your concern. Just 


leave it!" 

"Were is that motherfucker, I'm going to kill him!" 

Fuck! | know him, he's not kidding. | sighed and put my hands on his shoulders, looking into his eyes. 

"Look, Bruce.. do you remember when | hit you with a shovel, when you accidentally ran over my cat? | buried 
my cat, got drunk and went after your car with a shovel, breaking the windows and smashing lights, and when 
you tried to stop me | hit you. | couldn't stop myself | was so angry at you." 

"Angel." 

"Remember how bad | felt after? | was begging you to forgive me all the way to the Emergency room, and 
every single day after that, but you didn't talk to me for two months! | was so miserable.. | hated myself for 
that | did. | couldn't believe what I'd done to you. Guilt was eating me from the inside. | thought you'd never 
forgive me. | got drunk and climbed on the roof, screaming that I'm the most horrible person in this world and 
almost jumped off, remember?" 


"Angel." 


"He was wrong, he knows that and l'm not putting him through the same hell | went through. | forgive him, 


he'll never do it again, we're fine." 

"This is different!" 

"No, it's not. Rage is rage" 

"No, this is different. He's a man, you're woman" 
"Bruce, | said leave it" 


| let go of his shoulders and just turned around when | heard him breathe out. "No one hurts my sister." 


(James' POV) 
| watched Angel on the stage from the side and couldn't help but feel like an absolute fucking shithead. Every 
time her facial expression changed with pain when her guitar strap moved on her shoulder, sharp needles of 


guilt twisted in my heart, making me wince with her. 


"What the fock is wrong with Angel today? Its focking hot as hell here and she's wearing long sleeves and a 


scarf!" Lars walked up to me. 


| looked at him and lowered my head. What was | suppose to tell him? That it's my fault she is suffering, that 


she can't even pull her sleeves up because she doesn't want everyone to see her bruises? Fuck! 

"Is she sick or something?" Lars concerned voice raised over the music. 

lm the one who's fucking sick." | sighed watching Angel pull on the guitar strap. 

"What do you mean? | don't focking get it." 

"She's covering." Words stuck in my throat, | couldn't admit how low | fell. | couldn't say it. "Fuck off Lars!" 
| snapped at him and started walking back stage, but he followed me. 

"What like hickey? Is it a big one? Well, that would explained scarf, although | never remember her care for 
shit like that.. Did you guys got carried away yesterday? | mean | see that nice one on your neck, but what 
the fock did you do that she needs a long sleeves?" Lars played his eyebrows, grinning. 


"She's covering bruises." | lowered my head with a guilty sigh. 


"Oh. you guys, playing a bit too rough? What did you focking tied her up an--" He stopped mid-sentence under 
my glare. His eyes deepened into mine, then widened. "It's not that isn't it? Is something happened?" 


'Lars.. just. don't, okay, fucking don't" | turned away, feeling my eyes watering. 


"What the fock happened?Come on, you need to talk to someone, | can see it. I'm here, you can talk to me 


about anything, you know it" He tugged on my arm. "Talk to me maon." 


| stopped, and looked at Lars, feeling that all that | kept inside is about to burst out in tears and he put his 
hand on my shoulder. | took a deep breath before breathing out. 


"lm a fucking monster. | hurt the woman | love, the woman | can't live without. | got jealous, | was fucking 
drunk and | thought she was thinking of Slash when she was with me. | fucking lost it! | just.. | couldn't control 
it, | couldn't think straight... | just." | felt drained after my rant and slid against the wall, covering my face. 


"Fock.. James.. did she.. leave you?" Lars sat down by me and put his hand on my knee. 


"She.. she forgave me.." | sighed. "If she would've gotten mad at me, beat the shit out of me, fucking killed me, 


it would've been so much easier.. but she just forgave me.. | don't deserve her." 

"James... | know how you get all angry.. fock.. if she could forgave you this.. Shit, all | can say is, you have to 
focking thank God for a woman like that! You have to focking carry her on your focking arms for the rest of 
your focking life!" 

"I know.. " | whispered into my hands. And | will 


| heard Bruce saying goodnight and rose up, not wanting Angel to see me like this. She wants her old James 
back and she's got it, | keep it deep inside, | bury it, I'll suffer for it alone. 


"That was an awesome gig! The stadium is full and those fuckers are so loud!" Steve walked by us with wide 


smile. 

lm so fucking hot and thirsty! Angel hogged all the water on stage!" Adrian caught up with him, throwing his 
guitar to his tech on the way and pulling his tee shirt off. Nicko said something to Lars and he gave me a 
quick pat on the back. 

"We talk later, okay, if you need to talk more." 


| quickly nod and he followed the rest of the guys to the dressing room. 


Bruce turned the corner and his wide smile vanished off his face when his eyes met mine. He walked to me 


and pushed me against the wall, hissing through his tightly clenched teeth. 


"If you ever hurt my sister again, motherfucker, I'll beat the shit out of you and rip your fucking heart out.” 
His eyes were piercing me. "Is that clear?" 


"You wouldn't have to, I'll do it myself." 

"Glad we're on the same page then" He let go of my shirt when we heard Angel's laugh. 

"lm fucking baked! Someone throw a bucket of cold water on me please!" Her face turned worried when she 
saw us, Bruce looked back at her, straightened my shirt, and followed his bands mates to the dressing room, 
whistling. 


(Angel's POV) 


"James, is everything okay? What did he tell you?" | tried to read James face, but he pulled a weak smile on. 


"Everything's fine.” 

"Are you sure?" My eyes scanned his face. 

"Yeah..." 

"Look, what ever it is he told you.. he's just, he's trying to protect me, it's not." 

"| would gladly let him beat the crap out of me for what | di--" My finger stopped his words. 

"James, I'm putting the end to all of it, right now. It happened and nothing we can do about it, nothing we can 
change. We can let it forever stand between us, | can let you drown in your guilt, or we can make it into 
something that makes us stronger. Our chosen paths keep us apart for a long periods of time, we are on the 
public view and there always will be a situations when someone would spread rumors. Paparazzi pictures or 
someone just misreading our moves.. if we start suspecting one another, if we wouldn't trust each other, we 
may as well call it quits. There is no love without the trust, not as | see it. So let's make a rule, right now. We 
would never lie to each other and no matter what we heard, no matter what happens, we trust each other 
above all. Can you do that, James? Can you trust me as | trust you?" | put my hand on my husband's 
shoulders and looked into his eyes, reading the answer that his lips repeated. 

"You have my word." 

"Let's seal it with the kiss." | pulled him to me and felt his arms tightening around me. Our kiss pushed the 
rest of the world into nonexistence, carrying us into ocean of our love. We didn't stop when Lars walked by, 
asking something, we didn't even stopped when a bright flash followed by the click of camera somewhere 
behind us. Fuck the world.. we are together, in love, and nothing can tear us apart. When our lips parted | saw 
that his eyes lightened, grim lines of guilt that were gathering thought out the gig as he watched me 
suffering, disappeared. | breathed in and whispered into his skin. 

"Now.. take me back to the hotel, I'm fucking tired as hell and soaked in sweat." | smiled. 

ll carry you." He picked her up in his arms and | lowered my head on his shoulder, giggling. 

"Will you wash me?" 

"I will" He kissed my head and started walking to the exit door. 

"And then?" | slid my finger on his neck, and smiled, noticing a hickey that | left on his skin this morning. 

lll dry you with a towel." He smiled back. 


"And theeeen.." | murmured, moving my lips to his neck 


"And then I'll carry you to bed" 
"And theeen.." My arms wrapped around his neck. 
"And then I'll cover you with a blanket and give you a good night kiss." 


| kissed his skin, and pulled back, moving my finger on my love bite. "And then I'll pounce on you and make you 


moan and growl in pleasure.. that's the answer | was looking for." 
"I thought you're tired." he smiled back at me and | bit my lip. 


"| am! But that love bite on your neck looks so lonely.. it needs a little friend by its side..." 


XXII. Bad to the bone. 


XXII. Bad to the bone. 


(James' POV) 


We small hiatus was over and were back at the our studio, going over the new album and fighting over the 
songs that should be included. | was pushing for Devils Dance, Unforgiven Il, and 2x4, Lars wanted Until it 
Sleeps, so finally we decided to come out with two albums instead of one, there were simply too many songs 


for one. 


"So it's Load and ReLoad then?" | was going over the magazines on the mail stand. Porn, porn, more porn.what's 
this? A small thick envelope had Angel's writing on it, just two words ‘For Jamez' with her signature A with 
the front side elongated in the form of the tail twisting to cross both legs to from an A. And small horns at 
the top of the A. My Hell Angell 


"Sound's great!" Lars stopped behind me as | ripped the envelope, pulling 
out a CD. 


"Cool! The new Iron Maiden single!" Lars snatched it from my hands. "Let's see what they came up with." 


He opened it and pushed the disc into the player. Music came out of speakers and we looked at each other 


with question It was ‘Santa Lucia’ a woman's voice singed in opera.. what the..? Lars grimaced. 


"What the fock? What is this shit? Did Angel put the wrong CD in as a joke?" He reached for the stop button, 
but | grabbed his hand. 


"Just wait! | know her.. it has to have some meaning if she put it there.." | got the CD case back in my hand, 
the name was right, | turned it over and my jaw fell open. Oh.. my.. God.. fuck.. 


It was picture of the band, the guys were all dressed up, but my eyes just slide over the familiar faces drawn 
to Angel.. Oh... fuck.. that is.. sooo... mmnnhh.. | swallowed. 


She was wearing a long dress, red silk was tightly framing her body, her long hair was done up with a few 
wavy strands hanging on the side of the face, and one of her hands palm down on the hip while the other was 
by her painted red lips, blowing a kiss. The dress left her shoulders open and one leg was showing in the slit of 


the dress. 


Fuck.. She looked absolutely HOT! Oh.. my.. | think | just.. | had to close my eyes for a second to get control of 
my body. 


"Stop drooling over your wife and let me see that." Lars’ hand pulled on the CD and at that moment the song 
got distorted, becoming slower and making the voice sound low. Sirens came on from a distance and after few 
seconds of silence a fast and intense riff blasted from the speakers. 

"There is my Angell | told youl" | smirked at Lars. 

Lars' eyes widened. "Wow! This is focking brilliant!" He finally got the CD from my hand and glanced at the back. 
Oh... fock, just look at them! Hahahhaa.. It's hilarious! Ohhh.. Shit man.. Angel is so... fock! She is very.. | never 
seen her dress like that! | mean... she's just so focking.." 


"One more word Lars and | will---" 


"Let me seel" Kirk jumped between us, pulling the CD from Lars’ hands. "Wow! She looks hot! Jason look! 
What'cha think?" 


"Oh no, leave me out of this, | wanna live." He smirked. 
"Kirk give me the CD!" | stepped forward, towering over him. 


"What do you need the CD for? You have her at home.. all alone.. you know.. waiting." Kirk turned to me with a 


wicked smile. 
"Fock Kirk! You just had to say that!" Lars hissed at Kirk. 


"See you tomorrow!" | grabbed my phone, dialing Angel's cell phone as fast as | could while | walked to the exit. 
| heard Lars calling after me. 


"Sooo focking predictable.." 

The phone started to ring and | glanced at my watch, shit its almost two am, she's probably sleeping. She just 
came back from London yesterday and was still getting used to the time difference. Should | just wait till 
tomorrow? | was just about to hung up when Angel's voice came from the phone through the sound of loud 
pumping music in the back ground. What the fuck? 

"Hello?" 


"Angel, | didnt wake you up?" That's so not the kind of music she normally listens to.. 


"Hold on." She giggled and a few seconds later the noise faded a bit. "James, are you already done in the 
studio?" 


"Yeah, kind of decided to split early today..." 


"Great!" | heard a whistle in the background and Angel's voice came back muffled. 
"Wait, let me step out, it's so fucking loud in here." 


My eyebrow rose up. Where is ‘here’? She didn't tell me she was going anywhere.. My wife's voice interrupted 


my thoughts. 

"There, much better!" 

"You're not home?" I'm okay with her going out, just.. she hadn't told me she had plans. 

"I can actually hear you now! Are you driving?" 

"Just about to get in my car.. where are you?" 

"l'm at Marcel's, can you come here? You're not too tired are you?" 

Marcel's?! A strip club??! My wife is at a fucking strip club.. without me. In a strip club that has female and 
male strippers! | felt my hand tighten on the phone. Fuck! Cool off.. breath, you've been in strip clubs without 
her and she's never gotten all upset about it. Cool off.. 

"| don't know.. if you want me too." My voice sounded more like a growl. Shit, I'm fucking incurable with my 
jealousy! Where is the trust? Cool off! You trust her, this is just harmless fun. So what if she's looking at 
almost naked guys. Grrr!!! 

‘Of course | dol | planned to call you later, didn't want to interrupt you in the studio. Ill wait for you here." 
"Who are you with?" See, she wants you there. She wants YOU! 

"Just Lisa and Cindy, Lisa had a book signing in Los Angeles and they stopped for a short visit, before heading 
back to London. We're just celebrating, a little girl time." Okay, she's just out with girls. Relax. | felt guilty for 


my jealous outburst and my voice softened, 


"Are you sure you want me to come? | mean, you girls are having fun there.. dunno if you want a guy 


crashing your party. Plus Lisa hates me.. 
"Don't be silly! She doesn't hate you." 


"Yeah, she does.. she can't believe you married me and said no to her idol, Bon Jovi." Someone's drunk voice 


laughed in the background. 


"Angell Come on, you're missing the best part! He's about to take his pants off!" 


Fuck!!! | really didn't want to hear that! Why is this bothering me so much? Is this what she feels when | 
watch strippers? Shit! 


"James, just come over, we're sitting by the stage, left table. Love youl I'll see you soon!" 
"Love you tool I'll be right there." And | want to get there as soon as humanly possible. 


Possessive much? Yes, | fucking am! The tires screeched against the pavement as | pushed the gas pedal to 
the floor and swerved out of the parking lot. 


| walked into the club and was greeted by a heavy-duty bouncer. 


"Closed" A low growl came from his wide chest as he stepped forward, towering over me and not leaving me 


much elbowroom in the narrow entrance. 

"My wife is waiting for me here." | stood my ground, not backing out an inch. 

"Name?" His eyes slid over my body, possibly figuring out the easiest way to throw me out. 

"Mine or my wife's?" | grinned, and he glared at me with his deep set eyes. 

"Both." 

Not-many-words kind of guy, huh. Okay.. 

"James and Angel.” 

"Get in" His eyes soften up a bit when he heard our names and he backed out a few steps, letting me squeeze 
past him into the main hall. | walked to the bar and glanced at the stage. Under bright colorful lights stripper 
in white corset was dancing around the pole, her overdecorated face was stretched in fake smile. She had red 
short hair and too much of everything. Nah, not my taste. My eyes drifted over the tables, not many people 
were here, a lonely bartender was cleaning his stand, two guys at one table closer to the exit not paying much 
attention to the stage, and four girls at the corner table. No sight of Angel or her friends. 

Did | come to the wrong club? | looked above the bar and read the name in blinking blue and pink neon lights 
‘Marcel's'. | looked back at the exit, to see if | can ask the Neanderthal who greeted me at the entrance were 
she is, but he was gone. Well, fuck! 


"What can | do for you?" The bartender smiled at me with a question in his eyes. 


‘lm looking for.. someone." Should | describe my wife? "Three women.. one of them has long black hair." 


"You mean Angel, and her friends? Yeah, they're here, oh, those girls had so much fun! The guys sure loved 
the nice tips they got. Cindy got a bit sick, they just took her to the restroom. Make yourself comfortable, 
they'll be back soon. Drink?" His face lit up and | frowned. 


Great, the bartender in a fucking strip club knows my wife by her name. And the guys got nice tips. Good to 
fucking know! 


"Coors." | growled and reached for my wallet. 
"Go have a sit, I'll send Mary with it" He waved at me. 
| started to walk between the tables when | | heard Angel's voice calling for me. 


"James!" She ran up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Just have a seat, Cindy's still puking her guts 
out, I'll call a taxi for her when she feels better and be right back" 


"Do you need help?" 
"Thanks baby, but Cindy will kill me if | let you see her like that” 
"Angell | can't hold her and her hair at the same time, come onl” Lisa's voice called from the restroom. 


" Just have a drink, our table on the left from the center, by the stage, you'll see my cell phone there. I'll be 
back soon!" Angel ran back to her friends. 


| made my way to the appointed table and right away saw Angel's phone by one of the chairs with a few dollar 
bills under it. | dropped into the chair and stretched my legs under the table. The stripper finished her dance 
and gathered her clothes, going back behind the curtain. | felt a bit guilty not giving her a tip, but hey, | wasn't 
here for that. 


"Here's your beer." The smiling face of a barely dressed waitress appeared by me. "I'll call one more girl to 


dance for you.” 


"Thanks, l'm just waiting for some one.." | took icy cold bottle from her hand and she lowered her face closer 


with an alluring smile. 


"For a hottie like you, any girl will be happy to undress, besides, the guys had the stage all evening, the girls 
kind of feeling left out. Have some fun! Remember our rules, no touching.” She winked at me and walked away 


before | could protest. Okay, | hope Angel comes back soon. 


The girls from the table in the corner got up, laughing and loudly talking about some guy that had a big 
package, and what they would love to do with him, on their way out. 


Great.. all | need to hear. Do girls talk about that? | guess they're not that different from guys. | wonder if 
Angel... fuck.. don't go there James! Just don't! 


Stage lights flickered in rainbow colors and chased the shadows on the stage before going off. The looped 
rhythmic beginning of Bad to the Bone flooded the club. 


A bad girl? I'd love to see a bad girll Well, let's see what came on the stage this time. | took another sip of my 
drink and relaxed into the back of the chair, waiting. 


The light on the stage came back on and highlighted the body of a slim built woman in a short, dark red, silky 
skirt and a cropped jacket. Long legs ended with black stilettos and mid length, straight, blonde hair came from 
under a black cowboy hat. She was standing with her back to me, swaying her hips and letting her skirt swing 
side to side lightly. Mnn.. very nice! 


Her hands started to slide down, outlining her body, which was moving with the rhythm of the music. She 
stopped them on the sides of her thighs and started to roll her hips in a small circular motion, sliding her 
hands up and slowly pulling the fabric up. 


| found myself closely following the edge of her skirt with my eyes. A bit higher.. just a bit more.. fucking 
great legs! Just when | was expecting to see what was hiding under that skirt, she stopped and let the fabric 
fall back down. 


Oh.. come on! Tease! 


Okay, James, don't forget why you're here. | looked back and saw a completely empty club, even the bartender 
was gone. Where is Angel? | hope they are okay. Maybe | should go and check on them? Do | want to see Cindy 
puking? Eeww.. I'll give them a bit more time. Besides, | don't want to offend this girl, she's sooo fucking... | 
turned my eyes back to the stage. 


Meanwhile, the stripper slid her jacket off her shoulders, showing off black bra straps before pulling it back 
on. Come on! Take it off! She turned to me with her head lowered, leaving just the bottom of her face showing 
with seductive half smile on her red lips. Her thumb slid over her red lips, and when she suddenly parted them 


| felt ripples of shivers crawling to my crotch. Oh she's good! I'd love to feel those lips on my cock.. mmnnn.. 


| let my eyes follow her hands, which were playfully moving her skirt. She dragged one hand from her stomach 
to her groin, and curved her back, suggestively dipping her pelvis down. | felt heat rumning to my lower 
stomach. Fuck.. Oh, she's good! 


She slowly rose, keeping her hat covering her upper face from me and trailed her hands up to the buttons on 
her jacket, starting to pop them open one at a time, teasing me with every move and finally pulling her jacket 


off, revealing perfect tits in a lacy black bra 


Take it off! | barely held myself from whistling, pulling the beer bottle to my lips just in time. The music 


stopped looping and George Thorogood's voice came through the speakers. 


"On the day | was born, the nurses all gathered ‘round and they gazed in wide wonder, at the joy they had 
found. The head nurse spoke up, and she said leave this one alone. She could tell right away, that | was bad to 
the bone." 


Hell yeah! 


The stripper's hand ran along the front rim of her hat and the other playfully moved along her side and over 
the top of her bra, then to her stomach and her hip. Mnnnhh.. very nice! She turned her back to me once 
again and slowly went down to the floor, standing with her back to the pole. 


| watched her ass slide down and rise back up on the metal rod and my body flushed with another wave of 
heat. Mnnn.. more! She straightened her legs, curving her back to the pole and | swallowed, suddenly feeling my 
mouth watering. That is sooo.. my body betrayed me, releasing a raspy growl. 


"Skirt of fl" 


She glanced at me over her shoulder and stood upright, stepping away from the pole. Her hands slid to her 
hips and over her waist, playing with the top of her skirt, finally turning to let me see her hands slowly pulling 
the zipper down 


"Come on, | want to see your ass!" 


Did | just say that? Shit! Am | getting carried away? | took another sip of my beer. | couldn't take my eyes off 
the stripper's hips, moving with the music, hypnotizing me as her hands slowly slid her skirt down. Yes.. yes.. 


lower... uh... Fuck.. a thong.. oh.. great ass! 


The stripper's hands lustily rubbed her butt cheeks and | felt light pressure in my pants.. | looked down and 
saw a growing bulge. Uh-oh. The last thing | want is for my wife to find me aroused by a stripper. Down boy, 
you're not getting any of that action 


| swallowed and adjusted my position in the chair. My eyes got pulled back to the stage and | saw the stripper 
stepping out of her skirt. Mnnnn.. she's built very, very... | swallowed. Am | drooling? 


She spread her legs, still standing with her back to me and slowly bent down, bracing herself on the floor with 
one hand. Her ass moved down and rose up with the rhythm. Every time she dipped down my dick responded 


with a jerk. Fuck! Calm down! Down.. up.. down.. fuck.. 


She continued her dance, moving her amazing body with the music, back to the pole. Holding onto it with both 
hands, she wrapped one leg over the steel rod and arched her back, letting her hands slide down the pole and 
roughly brought her pelvis and stomach to the rod. | heard myself grunt. 


"Uh... fucking..." Shut up James! 


| took a sip of my drink, trying to cool off when the stripper let go of the pole and turned to me. She had her 
forearm covering the top of her face, hand on the side of the hat, alluring smile play on her lips. The speakers 


spat out the next verse of the song and | saw her mouth moving in unison. 

"I broke a thousand hearts, before | met you. I'll break a thousand more baby, before | am through." 

I'm sure you did! Her eyes peeked out from under her arm. Wait.. those eyes.. | know that look.. | leaned 
forward, feeling my lips gasping. Red lips smiled at me, hand pulled cowboy hat off in one quick move, her 


blonde hair following and a waterfall of black wavy hair dropped down 


Uh.. what the fuaaaa.? | choked on my beer, trying to breath.. this is. she's... how? The bottle slid out of my 
hand and hit the floor. Oh.. fuck.. 


Angel smiled at me, mouthing next words of the song 
‘| wanna be yours pretty baby, yours and yours alone. I'm here to tell ya honey, that Im bad to the bone!" 
"Fuck. me." Was all | could breath out in shock She laughed and spun around the pole. 

Oh.woah! 


| tried to stand up but my legs failed me and | dropped back into my chair, stunned, completely blown away and 
burning with the wild fires of desire. 


"Angell" 


With the grace of a panther, she moved off the stage and down to the floor, closing in on me with a 
captivating smile. | tried to stand up again but she shook her head, gesturing for me to sit back down. | obeyed, 
casting my table aside in one move, to open more space by my chair. My insides quivered with anticipation of 


what | thought was about to happen next. Oh.. dear God. let it be a lap dance.. 

She slowly walked around me, sliding her hand over my shoulders, letting my eyes roam over her body, then 
stepped over my stretched legs and leaned down, pressing her hands against my shoulders, whispering in my 
ear. 


"Just to put your mind at ease, no one is here, everyone left and the doors are locked." 


How how did that not cross my mind? | got so bewitched that | forgot where | was? She continued with a 


smile. 


"But the rules are still standing. | can touch you, but one touch from you, and I'll stop. So sit tight and enjoy.” 


Oh... you're killing me." | gasped and struggled to keep my hands away from her body. | must.. mmmnnnn! This 


is soooo cruel! And so unbelievably hot! 
She playfully ran her finger over my shoulders and chest, slowly gliding it lower. Fires inside of my stomach 
grew hotter under her touch. Mnnn..! can't touch her.. how is that fucking possible? My fingers turned white, 


pressing harder into the armrests. | must.. 


She leaned over me and ran her finger along my groin, light touch send pulsating flares through me and a low 


growl rose from my throat. 
"Oh... please.. baby.." | pushed my pelvis up as my fingers tightened their grip. 


No touching.. That would be so.. hard. She grinned at me and returned her hand to my stomach. Her voice 


grew over the music, changing the words of the song. 
"l'Il make a rich man beg, I'll make a good man steal, I'll make an old man blush, and make a young boy squeal.’ 


| unconsciously moved my upper body to her in a desperate attempt to get closer, but she pinned me down, 


placing her knee on my chest. Uh.. 


| wanna be yours pretty baby, yours and yours alone." Her lips got just an inch away from mine when she 


growled the next line of the song, grinding her knee down against my crotch. 
‘lm here to tell ya honey, that l'm bad to the bone!" 
Oh.. yes you are! So bad.. mmmnnnhhhh.. 


"Angel. please.. let me.." | breathed out in small gasps, feeling my whole body shake with lust. She shook her 
head with a devilish smile, pulling on my shirt and slowly lifting it. 


| moaned when she lowered her pelvis to my groin, circling her hips and almost touching my bulging hardness, 

hovering over it and making my flesh jerk, craving the contact. | want.. | need.. oh.. | have to.. My hands raised 
to her but | made myself stop, gripping the armrests tighter. Oh.. | must.. not. | don't want her to stop.. | want 
more of that sweet, sweet torture! 

Her eyes peered deep into mine. 


"Do you remember our first night? You remember, | told you that you'd pay for driving me mad with desire?" 


All| could do was pant my answer. "Yes." 


"Payback time." She moved closer and | felt her hardened nipples through the thin fabric graze against my 
bare chest. My cock jumped in response, yearning for her body. Oh.. | can't... | must.. 


"You're so cruel." | felt the armrests grate under my fingers. 
"You have no idea baby." She pulled my shirt over my head and glided her breast over my lips. | couldn't help 
but catch her nipple with my lips and she moan and pressed to me, letting me caress her. Fucking bral | must.. 


My hands drifted up, overtaken by pleasure, but | found myself unable to raise them, suddenly feeling bonded. 
What in the hell? 


"That will hold you.. | hope." Angel laughed, pulling her body away from me. 

| looked down and chuckled. "Ohhhh.. you!" 

My forearms were fastened to the armrests with the sleeves of my own shirt, which was pushed over the 
back of the chair. | tried to move, but all | could do was raise my forearms halfway up. How did she do that? 
Clever girll 

| pulled my arms as much as the binds let me and a grin lit my face when | reached to her thighs. 

‘Oh... yes.. mmnnnhh.."! pulled her down to me, pushing my pelvis up, eager for more contact. 

"You don't want me to stop, do you?" She pulled up and | let go of her. 

"No... please.. don't stop.. don't." My hoarse whisper brought a wicked smirk to her face. 

Her hand slid over her breasts and started pulling her bra straps down, one at the time. Torture.. She ran her 
hands over her chest, pushing her breasts together and | moaned my approval when she opened the front 
closure and slowly, oh so agonizingly slowly, pulled it off. Mnnnnhhh.. 

She curved her back and ran her fingers over her stomach. One hand went up and started caressing her 
breast, while the other continued its way to her groin, and | gasped at the scene that she played out in front 
of me. She arched her back more, pushing her chest up and tilting her head back with a soft moan, and wild 
flames burned through my body. 

Oh... baby." 

She lowered herself on me and | groaned when she started grinding against my imprisoned engorged shaft. One 
of her hands toyed with her nipples so close and yet out of my reach. Oh.. | must.. | pushed my pelvis up and 
she giggled, seeing me fighting with my urges. Her lips got closer and when | was ready to taste them she 


stopped and whispered. 


"Not just yet." Her bare nipples glazed on my chest and | abruptly breathed out. 


"Angel. | can't.. | want you." 


She shook her head and stepped over my legs to change her position. She bent down, taunting me with her ass 
and took my boots off, one at the time. Her back curved, hips moving with the rhythm. Fuck! That is sooo.. not 


fair.. more! Oh.. how | want to get grip on those hips... pull her to me.. to posses her.. uh.. 


Her hands started to playfully pull at her thong and my body jerked with eagerness. Oh God.. | want to take 
her right now, make her moan, devour her.. but she's not done torturing me yet. | pulled all my fading will 


power, biting my lips. Not yet.. | want more.. 


She laid her back on top of me, arching and reaching her hands behind her body to my zipper, teasing it down 
as | grip at my chair. My body shivered, moving under her, every inch of my skin tremble, feeling her naked 
flesh. 


"Oh..yes.." 


Her head tilted back on my shoulder and she turned to me, | felt her lips on my neck. My breathing deepened 
and another moan escaped my lips when her fingers slid to my cock Oh.. fuck.. yes.. 


She turned onto her stomach grinding up and down on top of me and slowly slithered down, pushing herself 
between my legs. | watch her breasts slide on my stomach.. groin.. one of her nipples dipped down between 
open sides of the zipper and teased over thin fabric of my briefs. My flesh answered with jerk, pushing 
against her breasts and she couldn't hold her moan. Mnnnmn.. more.. 


| felt her body lifting off and couldn't help but release a few frustrated growls. She rewarded me with a dance 
of her tongue on my lower stomach while she worked my jeans down, slowly, oh-so-slowly pulling them off. | 
moaned when my throbbing flesh gained the much needed freedom. She smiled and seductively ran her tongue 


over her lips, keeping them just above my quivering tip. | swallowed and released a moan. 
Oh... God.. yes...” 


| held my breath, watching her lowering her head with devilish sparkles playing in her eyes. | tried to lift my 
hips in impatience, but she held me down, hovering her slightly open mouth and tantalizing me. | have to.. | 


pulled on my restrains, reaching to her, wanting.. hoping.. 


She lightly touched her lips to my aching cock and let go of my hips for second, and that was all | needed. | 
thrust my hips up with a growl and entered her mouth, and she indulged me, pushing down and taking me in. 
My body convulsed in pleasure but a few slow strokes was all | was allowed to do as her lips slid up and she 


let me go, much to my painful disappointment. Nooo! Oh the agony! 


"Angel. please, don't tease me.. | can't take it anymore." 


She stood up and backed away from me. Nooo.. come back.. Her hands pulled on her panties moving them down, 


playfully slow. Oh.. 


She perched herself on the the stage, with her knees crossed, her back straight, and that lustful look in her 
eyes, she looked as innocent as the devil. My devil.. My bad girl.. mine! She parted her legs, placing both hands 
on the rim of the stage between them, covering her groin from my view and bending her torso to me. Her 


breasts pushed together with her arms. Uh... want! 
"How badly do you want me James?" 
"Disparately... painfully." My words brought a victorious smile to her face. 


One of her hands travel lustfully over her stomach to her breast, teasing. Fuck! She tilted her head back with 


pleasure, when looked back at me. 
"Well, you won't let some shirt stop you, will you? Come and get it.” 


| jerked my body up and she beamed, watching me fight against my binds. | pulled my shirt with my body and 
felt the fabric give away, ripping under the strength of my desire. | tossed it aside and rushed to her waiting 
body. 


My hands ran all over her skin, which | was prevented from feeling earlier, and my lips searched every inch 
and curve of her amazing body. My body was shaking with need. | couldn't wait any longer to claim what was 


mine. 


| grabbed her hips and yanked her to me, pushing deep inside of her. Oh.. what a sweet prize for the agony | 
endured. Her time of control was over and she let me set my pace, holding to my shoulders, breathing in gasps 


with my thrusts, her eyes locked with mine. The ultimate price.. 
"Oh... baby." 


With every push | drove myself deeper, growling and moaning in pleasure. | wanted to take her further than 
she had ever been, to make her scream in pleasure, but | knew | couldn't last long. | wanted to slow down, but 
just couldn't help myself. A few slow pumps was all | could do before diving back into unstoppable fast and 
rough thrusts. Not this time.. later.. at home... uh.. 


"James... oh.. James." 
| felt her tightening around me and my flesh exploded with ecstasy of my peak. After a few last strokes she 
joined me, convulsing in my arms and riding her orgasm. | pressed her body to mine, catching my breath. She 


kissed me softly and smiled against my lips. 


"Happy belated birthday, James." | gasped and devoured her lips in a passionate kiss, putting all my feelings for 


her into it, letting her know just how happy she made me. She wrapped her arms over my neck pulling me 


closer, answering with equal devotion She pulled away and ruffled my hair. 


"So.. you think if | ever lose my job as a guitarist | can become a stripper?" She bit her lip, holding back her 


smile. 
‘Only if you strip for me, and only me." | pulled her back to my lips and she laughed. 
| knew you'd say that.. | was afraid you'd run on the stage when you finally recognized me." 


"My legs failed me.. and my brain.. | forgot where | was.. | couldn't believe, that it was you! How did you do all 
that?" 


"| felt so bad that | was away for your birthday, | thought of doing that at home, but the pole installation 
would've ruined my surprise. This club was closed for few months and Lisa knew the owner, so when | came 
here to see if | could do it and practice a bit, everything just fell into place." She laid her head on my shoulder 
and stroked my chest. 


"Where did all those people came from? The bouncer, bartender, the others?" 


"Lisa's and Marcel's friends, | came up with this little play, | didn't want you to suspect what was coming till 
the end and, judging by your reaction, everything went just as | hoped" 


"Thank you.. thank you.. you're amazing.. unpredictable.." | brushed her hair and she snuggled against me, making 


me dissolve with a tender-mushy lump-in-my-throat overwhelming feeling. "I love you...” 


‘| love you too, baby.” She lifted her head and trailed butterfly kisses on my chest. "Ready to go home? You 


know, comfy soft bed.. no splinters in my ass." 


"Aaaaww poor baby, I'll kiss it better, | promise, right after we talk more about that pole installation in our 
bedroom." My grin made her giggle. 


"Only if you promise to dance for me." 


‘Oh... | don't think you wanna see me try to pull my sexy moves, unless you plan to die of laughter." | chuckled 


"You on the other hand, are great at that..." 


"| would do that again, just to see that look on your face, when | took my hat off.. it was priceless! " She 
squeezed my ass with her hands and her thighs tightened around my hips, pulling me down with her. She rolled 


on top of me and | held her close to me. 


The lights on the stage suddenly went off and the club got dim. | looked up and saw a small lights over the 
dark ceiling they look were made to look like stars. 


"Look Angel.. our wicked sky...” 
She turned her head and sighed. "I love this new song.. so much of you in there.” 


"And you.." | smiled remembering how | intertwined a bit of her Children of the Damned into it.. 


XXIII. Fear of the dark. 


XXIII. Fear of the dark. 


(Angel's POV) 

Since the hospital incident, James insisted on me having a guard by my side on my tours. | thought it was a 
bit of an overkill, since I'd gotten a restraining order against Chris, but James was James, all overprotective. 
Thankfully, the guy we hired was not a chatter box, most of the time | didn't even know he was there, 
following me like a shadow. | reached for the doorhandle of my hotel room and his hand landed on mine. | let go 
of the handle, handing him a key and sighed. 


| highly doubt there is someone there waiting for me." 


"You never know, better be safe." He quickly walked in, his eyes scanned the room before he opened closet, 


looked behind the curtains and peaked under my bed. “All clear" 
"Thanks, Andrew, goodnight." 


"Night, Misses Hetfield, I'll be right in the next room, call me if you need anything." He walked to the door and | 


smiled. 


"Andrew, | have no where else to go, | promise to stay in my room with closed door, why don't you have the 


rest of the right of 

"But if you need me." 

‘| will not step one foot away from this room, and | have your phone on speed dial, please, go have some fun’ 
"Okay, but call me if you see or hear anything out of the ordinary" 

"| promise” 

After Andrew left | locked the door and dropped on my bed, feeling completely exhausted. God.. | am so tired 
and | need to get up and undress, then | need to call James and tell him.. tell him.. | closed my eyes and 
stretched on the bed, letting my thoughts float: 

Everything just got settled, Kat was seven and big enough to understand that Mom and Dad had the kind of 


jobs that keeps us apart sometimes. Mom was still helping us, since she didn't wanted to hear one word about 


a babysitter. And now.. Would it be unfair to Kat and my Mom? How am | going to do this? And James.. my 


band.. God.. All these questions, so many things to think about, so many people to consider.. My hand slid to my 


stomach and wave of absolute happiness filled my body, making me smile. 

It wasn't planned, we never even talk about it, it just happened and now | had to tell them all. | turned my head 
and dragged myself on the bed to the edge. Hands reached for the backpack, pulling my phone out. Okay, James 
is the first to know. | wonder how he'll react.. he loves his little daughter, but does he want another child? | 
dialed the familiar number and froze, awaiting for him to answer. 

"Hello." My husband's voice warmed up my heart. 

"Hey James!" | smiled. 

"Hey baby! The show's over?" 

"Yep, l'm in my room.. | have to tell you something." | bit my lip. 

"Tell me what?" By the sound of his voice he was smiling. Well.. here it goes, | took a deep breath. 

"James... |.. | skipped a few days on my birth control pills, just forgot to take them.. and now.." 

"Oh my God, you're pregnant!” A mountain fell off my shoulders when | heard him sound so happy. 

"Oh God, | was so worried.. | thought maybe it wasn't the right time..” 

"Worried? You're joking right? | hope it's another little girl just like you!" 

| hope it's a little boy, like youl" | moved my hand on my stomach, smiling. 

The sudden loud blare of the alarm shook the building and made me jump on the bed. 

"What's that?" James’ voice broke through the sirens. 

‘| don't know.. let me check." | stood up and opened the door. The strong smell of smoke hit my nose, making 
me back up, corridor was full of people and a few hotel workers were knocking on the doors, one of them 
turned turned my way. 

"Miss, there is a fire in the building, please use the stairs and proceed outside." 

"James, they said there's a fire, they're asking everyone to go outside.. I'll call you later, okay?" 


"No! Don't hang up, just walk with the phone, do you see any smoke?" 


"No, | can smell it though. I'm going to the stairs." 


| ran down the stairs, quickly crossing the big hall to the hotel entrance and stepping outside. Sirens of multiple 
police cars and fire trucks pulling to the hotel filled the night air. A few fireman were escorting people to the 
other side of the street, | followed the others and turned back to look at the building. | couldn't see any 
flames, but smoke was coming out from a window that was just below my room, rising up into the dark sky, 


highlighted by flashing lights. 


"James, can you hear me?" | pressed the phone closer to my ear, covering the other ear with my hand, and 


trying to out-scream sirens.'l'm fine, I'm outside, I'll call you later baby, | need to find my boys. Okay?" 


For the second | felt chills dancing on the back of my spine and quickly looked around. Everyone was looking at 
the hotel, nothing was suspicious and | shook my head, rubbing my free hand on my arm. Probably just chilly 
night air.. James’ voice got my attention back to him. 


"Just be careful, call Andrew first! | love you!" 
"| love you tool Ill call you back as soon as | find out more about this." 


| hung up the phone and stepped back, closer to the side street, looking over the small crowd to try and to 
find my band mates and my guard. Most of the people around me were in their pajamas, | was glad that | 


hadn't changed my clothes. My boys probably still at that bar.. where is Andrew? 


Another wave of shivers danced through my body and | rubbed my arms with my hands, looking around. What 
in the hell? A very familiar feeling of been watched washed over me making my skin crawl. What the fuck? My 
eyes scanned faces around me, but no one was looking my way. Okay.. I'm just imagining things.. just nerves.. | 
quickly dialed Andrew's phone and heard busy signal. He's probably calling me. | pushed to disconnect and 
stepped back to get a better view of everyone in the crowd. 


"Hi Angel." A sudden creepy whispering right by my ear made me drop my phone and gasp. Someone's hand 


pressed a strong smelling wet cloth to my face, strong arms squeezed my body in iron grip, pulling me back 


Fear rose in my body and | tried to scream, but the attacker's hand firmly held my mouth closed. | kicked my 
feet in the air, hopping someone would at least see me being attacked and felt being drugged further away 
from the hotel. Sweet smell from the wet cloth made me feel dizzy and weak, but | managed to move my head 


and the cloth slid down from my eyes, opening Chris's face with disgusting smile on his lips. 
"Chris! You fucker!" My weak scream came out as muffled moan that drowned in sirens. 


His eyes smirked, making my blood drain from my face in fear. | fought back with all my fading power, but my 
head spun, nausea twisted my stomach, vision Turned blurry. | have to get away! | have tol | fought harder, | 
managed to free one arm and tried to pry his hand off my face, but sudden weakness made my limbs 


unbearably heavy, the sounds and lights started to fade away as | felt my body go limp. 


Oh no.not th.. 


(Chris POV) 


| picked up Angel's listless body in my arms and quickly stepped to my running car, which | left standing right 
by the curb. | carefully loaded her into the back seat and got in. Everything inside of me was screaming in 
victory! My plan had worked perfectly! | pushed on the gas and pulled out and away from the hotel, leaving the 
flashing emergency lights far behind. 


Well done Chris! Happy birthday to me! 


My father would be so proud if he ever knew how fast | planned and set everything up. | guess he was right, | 
can do anything if | really want it. | wanted Angel and there she was in my car on the way to the airport. A 
small cargo plane was ready to take off as soon as | got there, and the container for my new Bentley was 
ready. Then a quick flight to Amsterdam to come back for a few hours to my party, to make sure | had an 
alibi. 


Meanwhile the crew would unload the container in the airport and load it to a different plane. | had to use 
sedatives to make sure my present to myself stayed asleep until we got on the privet jet. A long fright to 


Cambodia, then a short helicopter ride deep in the jungle, and we would finally be alone. 

It was easy to hide all this from my family, bull shitting about family business, that | want to be a part of it. 
Traveling to oversee factories of the family business, and looking for a house in the middle of nowhere. And I'd 
found the perfect one! 

It wasn't hard to find out where Angel was staying and setting off a smoke bomb in my hotel room was no big 
deal either. Getting Angel's guard out of the way was a little harder, but he was a guy and couldn't resist a 
beautiful woman, | did a little homework and found a woman of his taste. For a small fee she agreed to drop 
sleeping pills in his drink and he was face down on the table in the bar, before the fire alarms went off. 


| looked at the back seat, Angel was laying there in a deep chloroform induced sleep. 


"You're mine! l'll take you far away from His influence and once you're free, you will love me like | love you." 


(Angel's POV) 


Hamming noise was coming from everywhere and | open my eyes. Where am |? Familiar shape.. car.. I'm in the 


car, what is that hamming noise? It sounds like a plane.. how can this be? I'm in the car and on the plane? 


What the fuck happened? Hot flash run through my body as | remembered the recent events. Oh no.. Chris! | 
have to get out! 


| tried to sit up, but my arms and legs refused to move, something was holding them in place. | looked down 
my body and found that my wrists and ankles were tied up. Oh you son of a bitch! You tied me up? Fuck! | 
tried to move my numb body to the edge of the seat. You're fucking dead! Just wait till | get this shit off of 


mel 


"You woke up a bit early Angel, we not there yet" His face with disgusting smile appeared between front seats 


and my fists tightened. 

"Untie me right now, you shithead! So | can finish what | started in the hospital and rip your fucking head off!" 
My growl sounded low and a pounding headache squeezed at my temples. Fuck! | closed my eyes, fighting a 
wave of nausea. 


"Want something to drink?" He lowered his face to me. 


"Let me go, you fucking psycho!" Every word resonated in my head with sharp pain. Oh. God.. my head! A tear 
rolled out of my eye. 


"Maybe you're hungry?" His hand touched my face, wiping the tear away and another wave of nausea rose up 


in me. 


"Get your fucking hands off me, you dickhead!" God! What the fuck was he planning? | needed to get out! | can't 


let him... | won't! 


"Well, if you don't feel like joining me for dinner, then get some sleep." That same familiar smell.. a wet cloth.. 


Fuck, not again! 
"Stop drugging me.. you bastard." | tried to talk through the cloth, feeling my consciousness fading away.. 


"You cant.. l'm pregn---" 


(Steve's POV) 


All we had so far was Angel's cell phone, which was found on the street in Brussels where we had our last gig. 
No finger prints were on it except for Angel's. No calls for ransom had been made. Angel's bodyguard was 
found in the hotel bar and didn't know anything about the fire. Our tour was put on hold and we all got 
together in Angel and James’ London house. 


Bruce and James were pacing around the living room, both with the same worried expression on their faces. 


Everyone was here, Metallica, Iron Maiden, our manager, Angel's mother, and lots of guys in suits. After we 


found out that Angel was missing, Bruce got Scotland Yard and the FBI involved. 

They told us that usually, if someone gets kidnapped, it's for the money, but James thought differently. He 
insisted that Angel's former guitar tech was behind it. The police checked his version and found out that Chris 
was at a party in Amsterdam at the estimated time of the kidnapping and now he was back in Cambodia, 
where he's overseen the Bentley family factory. 

James wouldn't give up, he basically made them send someone to Cambodia to search Chris' hotel room. They 
tried to tell him that they needed a search warrant for that, but he was very close to the point of jumping 
into the jet and flying there himself, so they agreed to check it further. 

Everybody was quiet, James walked to the wall and slammed his fist against it. 


"Fuuuck! | can't just sit here and do nothing! | can't!" 


"Mister Hetfield, we're doing all we can. Unfortunately, there are no leads. Brussels’ police give us all they had 


and it's basically nothing. Everything is in motion, all we can do now is wait" 
"Wait? My wife is in the hands of a fucking psychol" James’ fists tightened. 
"Daddy. is that true.. is Mommy missing?" A scared, shaking voice made everyone turn 


No one saw how little Kat got into the room, but she was standing by the stairs in her pajamas, holding her 
white bear close. My heart sank, how did she know? Did she overhear us? Fuck.. 


"Oh... Kitty-Kat.. why aren't you sleeping?" Emily walked to her and got hold of her arm. "Come on baby, I'll take 


you back to your room." 

"No!" Kat pulled her hand away and ran to James. "Daddy, you'll find her? Right?" 

James lowered himself to his little girl and picked her up in his arms. 

‘| will, we're all looking for her." His voice quivered. 

"But how can you look for her if you're all here?" Kat dropped her bear and hugged James’ wrapping her little 
arms around his neck. James looked at the FBI agent who was standing by the phone and turned back to his 


daughter. 


"The police are looking for her and we're here waiting in case someone calls.. come on baby, you should be 


sleeping." 


"I want Mommy back home.." 


"Me too kiddo, me too.." He walked past me and | saw his lips shaking when he pressed Kat to his chest. 


The FBI agent turned to us. "Look, we've done all we can for now.. we sent pictures to every police department 


in Europe and to Cambodia's American and British embassy.. it's only been forty-seven hours and." 


Emily stood up and | noticed how the never aging strong woman | knew all this years suddenly looked weak and 


aged. 


"Young man, if your wife or children were missing, you would not call it *only* forty-seven hours. My 
daughter is out there, God knows were, held against her will for forty-seven hours!" 


Bruce helped his mother back to her seat and she covered her face with her hands, sobbing. 


"That is it! You all do whatever you want, post pictures and wait, I'm with James, | can't just sit here! We need 
To post a reward on any information.” 


"| strongly advise you do not interfere with the official police investigation" One of the commanding agents 


stepped forward. 


(Angel's POV) 


| was standing on the top of a hill, looking at a beautiful field in front of me. There were no sounds, just a 


peaceful breeze moving my hair. | looked at James and smiled. 

"Where are we?" 

"Here." He laughed and started to walk down the hill 

"Where are you going?" | tried to follow him, but something was holding me in place. "James! Wait!" 

He suddenly appeared in front of me and swept the hair from my face, running his thumbs over my cheeks. | 
raised my hands to hug him and he smiled. His fingers trailed to my lips and | pull him closer to me. His face 


started to change, slowly vanishing until it completely disappeared. 


"James! Don't go, James!" | felt his Touch on my lips and face.. or was it just the wind moving my hair? 


"James." | opened my eyes and scanned the dim lit room. | was laying on the bed, still dressed, my arms were 
free and were at my sides. I'm in the hotel? It all was just a dream.. | tried to move, but my body was stiff 
and numb. 


"You need to forget about him." Someone's fingers slid over the side of my neck and a familiar face came out 


from the shadows, sending me into a cold flash. Chris! That fucker! It wasn't a dream! 


"Get your fucking hands off mel” My body shook in a shiver of disgust. He kidnapped me.. shit, what was he 


planning and why can't | move? 
"What did you do to me, you bastard?" 


"You were sleeping for almost two days, I'm sorry, l'm not a doctor, | think | overdid it with the sedatives. Just 
give it time and you'll feel better." His face drew closer. 


| wanted to smash that smiling face in, but all | could do was barely raise my hand. Fuck! Two days! I've been 
missing for two days and no one has found me yet? Where the fuck am |? How did he manage that? I'm sure 
the first person James would look for was this psycho! So why didn't they found me yet? 


He slid his hand along my arm with a lustful moan. "Your skin is so soft and silky.. | want you so much.. but | 


have to wait." 


"Stop touching me! Just wait till | can move and I'll kill you! | hate you! | fucking hate you!" Anger rolled 
through my body. What did he do when | was out? What if he already..? 


"IFs not you, it's Him in you. He possess you, like a demon, controlling you.. | have to wait.. | have time, you're 


mine now." 


"You son of a bitch! I'm not yours and | never will be! Doesn't matter what you did with my body when | was 
out." | felt nausea. raising in my throat. 


"Is that what you think of me? You think | raped you when you were out? | love youl I'll never do anything to 
hurt you, | want you to love me, want me, answer to me with pleasure.. | want to feel your Touch.." He stood 


up. "I'll wait for that, as long as | have to." 


"The only touch you'll get from me is when | beat the shit out of you before | strangle you." | growled 
through tightly clenched teeth. 


"We'll talk about that later, when He is out of your mind and your heart. Then you'll see clearly, you'll see my 


love." He walked to the door and turned back to me. 


‘Meanwhile, here is what you need to know: You'll have a girl that will bring you food and drinks. If you need 


anything else, write a note and she will bring it to me. Don't bother trying to escape, this house is built in the 
middle of a jungle full of wild animals, you have no where to go." 


"l'Il take my chances with the wild animals." My fists tightened and | tried to sit up, but my body refused to 


move. 


“There are also two guards in this house. None of the people you'll see speak English, they're instructed to 
watch over you. | told them that you're my fiance, that you're mentally ill and I'm trying to help you. They 


know you can be violent due to your illness." 


"You're the one with mental issues, you dickhead! The police are looking for me, and just wait till James gets 


his hands on you!" | felt my anger splashing inside of me. 


"l'Il be back in a few days, | need to keep up my alibi. Make yourself at home" He walked out and | heard the 
heavy door close, followed by the metal sound of the lock. 


"Fuck!" He is crazy.. where in the hell had he brought me? He said jungle.. there is no jungle in Europe. | was on 
a plane.. Shit! | need to get out.. find a way. It doesn't matter what country l'm in, there is an American or 
British embassy somewhere around here.. | tried to move again and my hand rose up, crawling up on my side 


to my stomach. 


Oh God, all these drugs! My baby! | need to get out.. | turned my head to the side, letting tears roll off my 


face. 


"James.. please help me.." 


XXIV. Man on the edge. 


XXIV. Man on the edge. 


(James' POV) 


Ten days had passed since Angel went missing. Ten long, hard days of this tearing, burning feeling of 
helplessness. | tried to keep it all inside, to act strong for Kat and Emily's sake, but fear was consuming me, 
twisting my heart in iron grip, draining the life and the hope out of me. | just wanted to scream out everything 


that was going on inside of me. 

A week ago we had posted a reward for any information about Angel, against the advice of the police. We were 
so exited about all the calls that started immediately, but soon we figure out just how many people were 
calling only for a chance to get the money. It was unbelievable how money could make people do such things. 
The police let private detectives deal with that info, | guess they knew human nature better than we did. But 
their investigation was not going anywhere either. They were telling us the same thing everyday, nothing yet, 
have some patience, we're working on it, you need to wait.. No trace of my Angel, no calls from kidnappers.. 
nothing. 

| stood up and walked to the dark window. | can't wait! I'm going crazy! With every day that had passed, | tried 
to push away all the horrible thoughts that was running through my head, every day | was hoping for that 
call that would bring her back, and every night | was crying myself to sleep with hope for the next day. | 
dropped into a chair and lowered my head into my hands, whispering my plea. 


"| just want her back.. please God.. please bring her back." 


The loud buzzing of the phone brought me out of my thoughts and | almost dropped it, trying to answer as 
fast as | could. 


"James here." 


"Mister Hetfield, | need to talk to you.. alone. I'm at your gate, if you don't mind walking over.." | recognized the 


voice of detective Brook. 
"You have news?" | jumped from the chair and ran to the door. 
"I have news.. and | hope we're wrong about it." 


My blood froze when | heard his answer. One thought started pulsating in my head.. Oh... no.. no.. not this... no.. 


anything, but this.. please God.. not this.. 


(Detective Brook's POV) 


| pushed the disconnect button on my phone and sighed. When | started on this case | wasn't really into the 
music, | mean, | did listen to the radio, and I'd heard the names of both bands before, but going over recent 
tapes, videos, trying to find any clues to Helen Angel Hetfield's disappearance had pulled me in. | became a fan, 
this band was great, everything, the music, the lyrics. 


When | met with the very extended family, | wasn't expecting to find what | have found. | always thought that 
most of the people with that much money had this false facade. | dealt with families like that before, very 
hard to work with, too many lies, too many secrets, always looking down at you. You never could shake the 


feeling, you are working for them, even though you're doing detective job. 


But this family surprised me. They weren't fake or snobby, they were just a loving family who wanted their 
loved one back. All their answers were truthful and | could read in their eyes the real pain and worry. Non of 
them ever looked or talked down to me, everyone was trying to help as much as they could, and | swore to 
myself to find their loved one. | just didn't want to find her like this.. | tightened my fist around the plastic bag 
inside my pocket. 


| hated this part of my job, | hated it with a passion. But it was part of the job. | needed information about 
additional means of identifying the remains that had been found in Brussels, and the husband was the only 
person who could help us with that. The state of body was so brutal, that identifying it in person was out of 
the question. No one could've live through that.. 


| saw James approaching my car and waved him inside. His face was pale, hands shook as he reached for the 
door-handle. His eyes were looking down as if he was afraid to read the verdict in my eyes. | never expected 
find such love in rockstars marriage. Fans, touring.. they have been married for years, but when | watched 

family videos, | knew they were still very much in love. Both were glowing looking at each other, truly happy 


faces, not a one dark or false emotion. 


James slid on the seat beside me and looked at me with the fear in his gaze. He was a shadow of the man 
from the videos.. Truly heartbroken, in pain but still have this hope in his eyes. And now | have to take that 
away.. have to tell him that we'd found body of his wife. | have to see this strong man die inside, crumble as 
he hears my words. | swallowed and he held his breath, begging me with his eyes. 


"Mister Hetfield.. we need your help.. now please listen to me before you answer. | know its hard, but..you are 


the only person who knows your wife's body...” 


His face turned white and he clenched his teeth but didn't say a word. Okay.. | had to drop this on him, there 


is no other way. 


"The remains of a young woman were found in Brussels. We were unable to confirm the identity, due to the.. 
state of body mutilation. Finger prints and dental records are no help, due to... missing.. body parts. The woman 
was approximately the same age as your wife and fits the physical description." 


Its not her... It can't be." He shook his head and looked at me with a plea. | swallowed with a sigh, my fingers 
touched to the evidence bag in my pocket and | made myself pull it out. 


"This was found on the body." 


| stretched my arm and emptied the bag into James’ shaking hands. He winced when a silver locket fell into his 
palms. He carefully open the locket with shaking hands and closed his eyes shut, tears ran down his cheeks, a 
weak moan full of pain escaped his chest, as his hand tightened into a fist. 


"You can have it, it's been worked out and cleaned.. the only finger prints we found on it belong to your wife.. 


This is the only clue that connects those remains to our case... and it's not enough." 
"Its not her.. not her.. it can't be." He pushed out a weak whisper. 


"That is why l'm here. Is there anything on your wife's body that could help us? Any marks, tattoos, scars? 
Anything at all?" He looked at me and my heart sunk, feeling his pain 


"She never got any tattoos.. she has a small scar on her left ankle, from a burn.. and.." He choked on his words 


and tried to swallow. 

"Mister Hetfield.. I'm sorry.. but.. we only have the upper body.. just think the chest, shoulders, neck." 

"Uh." He clenched his teeth, grinding them and closed his eyes, sending another wave of tears down his face. 
Lips shook with broken whisper. "Ah.. moon shape scar on her left shoulder like a bite mark." He open his eyes 
and stared straight ahead, not trying to cover his tears. 

"Okay, anything else? Like an old injuries.. broken bones.. something more solid." 

He turned to me. "Yes.. she has multiple broken ribs, from when she was thirteen." 

"That's great! | mean, that is good news, this is something we can look for. | will relay that information and as 
soon as | get a call back, I'll call you, | promise, stay hopeful.. | seen many times when jewelry that was found 


on the body didn't belong to that person. it could've been stolen or lost.. or placed intentionally.” 


| beat my tongue. Why did | say that? | knew better then that! | looked back at James and saw hope in his 
eyes, hope | just gave him.. | can't take it away from this man. | pray to God this is not her.. | couldn't even 
imagine bringing the horrid news back.. 


As soon as James got out of the car | pulled out my phone and dialed the number of the medical examiner. 


"Frank, Ray here. On Jane Doe seven, do an x-rays, look for multiple fractured ribs that look like they were 


sustained as a teenager. And check the left shoulder for scars. Call me as soon as you get the results." 


| hung up the phone and grip to the steering wheel. Frank, please don't find any of those things.. 


(James' POV) 


| was sitting on the edge of our bed, holding my phone in one hand and Angel's pendant in the other. My heart 
was pounding somewhere in my temples, face was wet with tears, lump in my throat was making me gasp for 
air, mind lost in the fog of dread. | couldn't remember how | got back into the house after the talk with the 


detective. 


| slowly open the locket and looked at the pictures inside. One of Kat and one of me, both smiling.. Angel said 
that those two pictures were her absolute favorite once. | never saw her taking this locket off, she always 


had it, she called it her ‘heart lock’, her lucky charm.. 


| closed it and pressed it to my lips. Angel.. where are you? Baby, please be alive.. Please God.. please don't let 
it be her.. | can't.. 


| dropped back on the bed and my head landed on Angel's robe, which was on her side of the bed. | hadn't 
moved it since the day she left for the tour. | pulled it closer to my face and breathed in her srvell. All the 
pain that | was holding inside all these days finally came out and | sobbed out loud. 


"Angel.. | need you back.. | need you to be alive.. please." 
Someone's hand landed on my shoulder and | turned. My mother-in-law was standing above me. 


"James... you have to believe she's okay.. we all do. You know better than any one how strong and stubborn she 
is. Even when she was a child, no one could ever make her do something or be somewhere she didn't want to.. 
She loves you too much to be kept away. You and Kat are her world. And you know her temper, she would 
fight with all her strength to get back. Plus, can you imagine her being away from her music? She will go all 
Hell Angel on their asses." 


| tried to smile through my tears and Emily smiled back, sitting down by me and continuing. 


"Chase all the bad thoughts away. You have to believe that anytime now this door will fly open and Angel will 
walk in with a smile. You have to believe that. She will walk in, look at you and say "What the hell happened to 
my husband?" Well, she would use the ‘other’ word. But really, James, look at yourself. Not shaved for ten 
days, eyes all swollen Not a pretty sight. You don't want her to see you like this do you? Now get up and clean 
yourself up a bit." 


She brushed her hand on my head and tried to help me up. Her fingers gripped to mine, opening my hand and 
Angel's locket fell out of my fist, landing on the bed. 


"Where did you get that?" Her voice shook as she reached for it but stopped in mid-air as she grabbed her 
chest. 


"Mom? Are you okay?" | embraced her by the shoulders. 
"James, tell me, where did you get this?" 
"Police just brought it, they didn't find anything else, just a locket." | lied. 


"Maybe she lost it.. or it fell off during the kidnapping." Her eyes searched my face. "You wouldn't lie to me, 
James, would you?" 


"No, | wouldn't." My phone came alive in my other hand and | tightened my grip on it. "Mom.. | need to answer 


that..." 


She stared into my eyes for a second, then stood up and | watched her walking to the door as | turned the 


ringing phone in my hand. As soon as she walked out | pulled it open 
‘Its James." | closed my eyes, trying to steady my breathing and my fingers griped into the bed covers. 


"Misted Hetfield, it's detective Brook.." 


XXV. Nm Running Free, Yeah! 


XXV. lm Running Free, Yeah! 


(Chris' POV) 


So this is how you feel after you killed someone? | thought it would be more intense, more.. | don't know.. just 
more. It had been three days since I'd done it, and | kept waiting for more. All those books | read about the 
remorse of killers, or how some of them got off by taking someone's life, that it made them feel like a God 
for that moment. | didn't feel any of that. It was like a normal everyday work, disgusting, hard, but just normal 


work. 


| had to do it, there was no other choice, the whore | hired to seduce and drug Angel's guard found out about 
the reward that had been posted for any information about Angel, and she wanted that money. It was a lot 
more than she got from me and | could just pay her more, but | knew it would never stop. She would get my 
money and still call the police or just keep black mailing me for the rest of her life. So, | had to make sure her 


life was shortened. 


Of course | came to Brussels and promised to pay her more than the reward. | played to be scared and willing 
to pay anything she wanted, just to keep her quiet till | got everything ready to meet her. The bitch wanted 
fifty grand and | told her it was a lot of money and | needed few days to get it. She waited patiently and she 
got exactly what she deserved. 


When the police made a visit to my family factory in Cambodia, two days after | kidnapped Angel, | was on pins 
and needles. | tried to fly as much as | could, looking busy, just in case they are watching me. | couldn't visit 


my Angel, | couldn't risk them finding her. 


Right before they came to my hotel room | found her locket in my car, the chain had broke and it was on the 
floor of the back seat. At first | was going to give it back to her, but when | opened it and saw pictures inside, 
| changed my mind. Luckily, | had my gloves on when | found it. | don't know why | never got rid of it, just kept 
it in the safe box in the bank with no intended plans. Now I'd found a use for it. 


| made one mistake, one only in my perfect plan. | was so happy | got what | wanted that in the haze of 
victory | forgot to change my phone number and | now | was glad | did. Now that mistake lead into a plan to 
finish all this once and for all. Two deeds at once. Who ever was helping me, God or the devil, they were doing 


a good job so far. 


| had to fly all around Europe, making many stops and using my credit card. Then | ‘lost it in France, making 
sure someone found it, someone who wouldn't return it and try to use it. A small loss, that card only had two 


thousand on it. But if the police ever traced it, it would show that | spent those days in France. 


| had to travel by regular train to Brussels and got a room in a low grade hotel. Then | had to rent a boat and 
after all that was done | called the greedy bitch for a meeting. She had long black hair, just like Angel, same 
type of figure, but she had a tattoo on her lower back and on one of her wrist. | had to make sure those 


parts were never found. 


Dismembering the body was disgusting and many times | hung myself over the edge of the boat to throw up. | 
couldn't leave anything for the police to find, except for what | wanted them to find. | wanted them to believe 
that this was Angel. That would close the case and that would hurt the person | hated the most. It would hurt 
Him. 


(Angel's POV) 


| wasn't about to gave up, | wanted out and | pushed all other emotions aside, concentrating on one and only. 
Anger. | tried not to think about my family, knowing | would fall into pieces if | do. | made my mind work on 
escape. During the first few days of my imprisonment, | tried to find a way out. Hand to hand combat with 
two guys was out of the question. Talking with them and the girl didn't bring any results either. She was 
clearly afraid of me and backed out every time | tried to approach her. 


| needed to find another way. | inspected the windows and doors, but didn't find anything useful. Two windows in 
the room had metal bars on them. One came out into the courtyard and gave me a good view of the small 


road and an empty helicopter pad, the other one came out on the dead drop into the rocky cliff. 


One day, the fourth day of my life as a prisoner, | hit the boiling point of my anger and smashed the wall in 
the bathroom with my fist. | winced in pain, but it was quickly replaced by a victory gasp, when | saw a small 


piece of the cement that fell down, leaving a deep hole between two bricks. 


A plan of escape immediately appeared in my mind. If | had something sharp, | could dig between the bricks and 
try to remove them one by one. The only problem was that the wall was on the side of the house with a dead 


drop. The bright side of that was that the guards couldn't see it and that brought me hope. 


All | needed now was a tool that | could use and a long rope. I'd figure out where to go from there, when l'm 
there, when I'm free. | needed to learn where the guard were at night, learn their routine and set my own. 


Time to play nice, insuring everyone l'm not making any attempts to run. 


Every time the girl would bring me food, the guards were there, closely watching my every move, and | made 
it a custom of going into the bathroom and locking the door for every visit. Every evening | would also turn 


the shower water on and use the bolt | had pulled from the frame of the bed to dig around the brick. 


My routine was paying back with the amount of work | had done so far and it also prevented the girl and the 
guards from ever going to the bathroom. Thankfully they were only checking the windows and the door, 
thinking that a woman would not go through a solid brick wall. Hehehe.. wrong woman, clearly that dickhead 


Chris didn't instruct them on my character in full. 


| learned that guards changed with each other at night, one on duty at a time, guarding the only escape route 
out of the house. The best part of my life so far was that that fucker that kidnapped me hadn't come back 
for a visit. | desperately missed my guitar, but | wasn't about to ask for it. | didn't ask about my locket, which 


I'd discovered was missing. | would not ask for anything! 


On the ninth day | had everything set and ready. A small bag | found in the depths of the closet was used to 
hide a few bottles of water that | saved. | couldn't hide any food, except for a few candies and some nuts, but 
hey, at least | had water. | was hopping the city was not that far away, it had to be somewhere close. If not.. | 
didn't want to think about that right now. 


Psycho Chris managed to fill the closet with a lot of different clothes, that was, by the looks of it in my taste 
and my size. | chose a few spare garments and used the rest for a rope. Good thing | always liked leather and 


jeans, fabric that was strong enough to support my weight. 


| waited for the last visit of the day, the girl came back for the empty plates and as usual | locked myself in 
the bathroom and turned the shower on. When | heard the door close and lock, | quickly came out. | had to 
start now, | had no idea now long the work would take me. If | wasn't done before morning, my plan would be 


ruined. 


| unscrewed a pole from the head board of the bed and brought it into the bathroom. | was planning to use it 
as anchor to tie my rope around and leave it by the wall, there was absolutely nothing else in the bathroom 
that was strong enough to securely hold my weight. Now | just needed to finish digging my way out of this 
hell. 


| worked for what it seemed to be hours, time to time coming to the window that was open to the courtyard 
to make sure the guard was there, not alarmed by the noise | make. My face and body were covered in 
cement dust, | had gotten five bricks completely out and could smell the sweet air of freedom. The six other 


bricks were free of the bonding enough to move. All | need was an opening big enough for me to fit through. 


| could've just try to hit it with my leg, but | was afraid the bricks would hit something on their way down and 
attract the guard's attention | had to move them one by one. My right hand got tired and | switched hands to 
push on one especially hard piece of cement when the bolts slid on the surface of the bricks and hit my right 


arm, which was pushing on the inside of the opening. 


A sharp pain splashed in my brain with bright red colors and | held my mouth with my hand, muffling my 


scream. 
"Motherfucker!" 


The bolt left a deep cut in the base of my palm, closer to the thumb, and the wound was bleeding heavily. | 
had to stop my work to find something to bind it with. The pain increased my anger and | managed to pull a 


few more bricks out of the wall. When the remaining part of the wall was removed | carefully stuck my head 


through and looked down 


A dead drop of the deep cliff with darkness below, my rope was clearly not long enough to get me all the way 
down. Fuck! | looked to the side and noticed a roof of the joining one story building. Okay, if | just walked on the 
wall, suspended with my rope | could get there. | hope.. 


| secured my rope on the bed post and climbed out. It took me some time to pull my bag out and hang it over 


my shoulder, but eventually | was ready to move. 


"Just don't look down, think that freedom is just a few steps away. And what ever you do, please don't fucking 
kill yourself" | sighed and looked at my destination point, trying to figure out how far down | had to get. 


| remembered when me and Bruce had tried rock climbing and slowly worked the thick rope with my hands, 
lowering myself down and moving my feet on the wall. Easier said than done, and the pain in my wrist wasn't 
helping, so it took me a few tries to get it right, but when my feet reached the roof of the building | almost 


screamed in victory. 


| looked around and made my way to the peak of the roof, carefully peeking over to the other side to see 
where | was. To my despair, the building was facing the courtyard. Fuck! | made it all the way to the right, 
hiding from the guard's view and trying not to make any noise and found a stone fence attached to the side of 


the building. 


A bit further there was a big tree growing on the other side of the fence stretching its branches over it. | 
smiled, remembering my teen years when | used a tree by my house to escape from my window. If | could 
make it to one of the branches undetected it would be a piece of cake to get down from there and out of this 


prison. 


XXVI. Welcome to the jungle. 


XXVI. Welcome to the jungle. 


(Angel's POV) 


My insides screamed in victory when | jumped off the tree to the ground on the other side of the fence. | 
stopped for a second to listen for any noise from the inside the house and the yard, but all was quiet. 


| am free! | turned back to the house and since voicing my happiness was out of the question, two hands rose 


up with proudly straight middle fingers. Lips smiled, with barely there whisper. 
"Suck on it fucker!" 


Now, lets figure out which way to go, | turned back to the forest and looked at the darkness in front of me. | 
can't go to the left and follow the road, the first place they would look for me is around it. | can't go to the 
right, from the window | saw, that cliff was running through the jungle as far as | could see. The house is 
behind me. So all | can do is go straight and hope there is a city or at least a small town in that direction | 
quickly crossed a small opening and stepped into the jungle. 


After an hour or so of making my way through the dark forest, | came to a small creek, it was just a few 
feet wide and shallow and | decided to walk in the water so my trail would be lost in case anyone followed me. | 
removed my boots, rolled up my jeans to my knees and stepped into the cool water. A few steps later | 
regretted my decision. The rocks were slippery, water was making way too much noise but on the bright side, | 
didn't have to hold my hands in front of me to make sure | don't run into trees in this darkness. Maybe if | 
walk right on the edge of it? No.. the fucking trees hanging over the water, what | would give for a flash light 
right now! Okay, lets find something like a walking stick, and continue walking on water for at least two more 
hours or so, and then | could switch to a dry land. Deal. 


Some bird screamed loudly in the night air, and chills crawled down my spine. Wild animals.. | hope this is not 
the favorite water supply for the local predators. What else is here? Bugs, fucking spiders, snakes.. funny that 
this is scaring me more than, say, a tiger, or a bear. Probably because I'd never faced one, but | hated 


crawling horrors, | was always terrified of them, especially spiders. 


James always laughed at me when | froze around even the smallest spider. | couldn't explain that fear, it was 
just there, always had been, since | could remember. | shivered at the thought of facing one of the eight- 
legged freaks without James here to save me. Okay, stop thinking about it or you won't be able to move 


forward. 


| wonder where the hell am |? What part of the world? | wish | had a habit of wearing a watch, at least | 


would know what time it is in my part of the world, then | could figure out where that dick brought me. Now, 
let's see, were are there jungles? South America? Asia? Jungles have huge spiders.. Stop that!!! Think of 


something else.. 


| wonder what James and Kat are doing.. James is probably going crazy, | would be. How is Mom holding 
up?..Bruce? My friends? God, | miss them all so much! They hadn't found me in ten days, that meant either 
Chris was arrested and not telling them where | am, or.. for some reason they'd stopped looking. No, James 
would never stop! Neither would Bruce. The only thing that would stop them was finding me.. 


| stopped and felt cold splash run over my body. What if they had found me.. what if they thought | was 
dead? | unconsciously raised my hand to my chest, in search for my ‘Heat lock’. He could've take it to use it.. 
to place it on some body, that can't be recognized.. No.. it wouldn't be enough, there are means to identify the 
body, there are finger prints.. James would never believe l'm dead. He should feel it! | lifted my head up, 
whispering into the night. 


"James, l'm here, I'm alive, please feel it. I'm coming home! Please God, let him know." 


The wicked sky shined silently above me, filled with bright stars, cold and indifferent to my plea. | swallowed 
the lump in my throat, wiped the tears from my eyes, and continued on my way, trying to chase the heavy 
thoughts from my head. 


| continue with my walk playing one of my gigs in my mind and soon started to feel the lack of sleep and 
exhaustion catching up with me. The last four nights | spend digging my way out, | was in the hurry, worried 
that if that dick comes back, my plan would be ruined. | needed to find a place to rest, but nothing around me 
was looking like a place where you are hidden. | could try to climb the tree.. and fall off of it in my sleep, no.. 
thank you. 


Soon, the creek | was following turned into the small waterfall, raining down from the twelve foot wall, covered 
in thick vines and roots of the trees above. | looked up and sighed. 


"Oh, this is just fucking great." 


Now what? | looked both ways and as far as | could see, the wall was much higher. So this is the only place | 
can climb. Son of a bitch! | put my boots back on and fixed my bag on my shoulder. | can do this! I'm dead 
tired, but | can do this. | grabbed a thicker vine in my hand and started my way up. Pieces of wet dirt rained 
on my head, water soaked my clothes, | felt dirt grinding on my teeth, my feet were sliding on the slippery 


wall, but | managed to pull myself up and continue my way along the stream. 


Soon the night around me started to fade away and in the dim morning light | saw a square shaped stone. This 
is made by hands! Not far from the first one, deeper in the woods, | found more and finally came upon the 
ruins of an ancient temple. The half fallen walls were hidden in the overgrown trees and vines. Oh, thank God! | 


could rest in there, at least it would give me a roof over my head. 


| found the entrance and made my way inside, carefully looking under my feet. If | remember anything from 
the movies about the places like that, its always full of snakes.. and bugs.. and.. STOP IT! The wide stairs took 
me down, before ending in a big two story hall. Moss covered the walls and trees were growing in the middle 


of what used to be the floor, vines stretched from the broken ceiling. On the far side of the hall there was a 


half broken overhanging balcony. 


With a disappointment | looked at the ruins of stairs. Fucking great! The only possible way was to use the roots 
and vines to climb on one of the columns that was holding the hanging overhead. That would be the best place 
to rest, | could see everything from there and no one could see me, and wouldn't be able to get to me easily. 


What the fuck was with the climbing today? Okay, lets hope it's the last one, at least for today. 


It took the rest of my strength and | barely pulled myself over the rocky floor and stretched, completely 
exhausted. A few minutes of brief rest and | made myself crawl closer to the wall. There, now no one would 
see me. | opened my bag open, pulling the last full bottle out. As soon as water hit my empty stomach, it 
complained loudly about the lack of food and | fished a few last candies out to calm it down. | pushed my bag 
under my head, ignoring the hard surface under my back and sighed. 


My whole body was throbbing and | couldn't even think of moving more. What the fuck? | was always in a 
great shape, when had | become such a wimp? It was not that much exercise, why am | so fucking tired? Oh.. 


right... | slid my hand over my stomach, whispering. 
"Little one, we'll rest for a few hours and then I'll need all the strength we've got." 


| closed my eyes, wishing that | could wake up in my bed, in James’ arms and all this would be just a dream, a 
long horrid nightmare. | sobbed, feeling so painfully alone in the middle of the wild forest, God knows where, so 
far from the people | love. 


‘lm trying my best to get back, | just need a little luck and a little help." 


(James' POV) 


After yesterday's talk to the detective, when he called back with great news, | felt a new hope rising within 
me. Last night | saw Angel in my dreams, she was smiling and telling me that she was coming home. | woke up 
with a strong feeling that we would be together soon | decided that Emily was right, any time now Angel would 


come back and | didn't want to look like a cave man, so | went and got a hair cut and a shave. 


| had this feeling of strong hope all day today, | was sure she was coming home. Maybe | just convinced myself 
of it after that chat with my mother-in-law. Or maybe it was a sign from above in my dream.. maybe, 
somehow, | got connected to Angel through her locket, which I'd held in my hand all night. Where are you 
baby? | wish | knew where to look for you.. I'll give anything to have you back 


My phone rang and | snapped back from my thoughts. 

"James here." 

"Mister Hetfield, | have more news! The Brussels police called with more information on the murder case." The 
familiar, usually calm voice of detective Brook sounded excited. "One name that came up in connection with the 


remains is Chris Benjamin Barnato." 


"Motherfucker!" A low bear growl rose up from my chest when | heard that name, red light flashed in my 
head, and | almost crushed the small cell phone in my tightened fist. 


"I knew it! | told you it was him!" Fuck! We lost so much time! My wife in the hands of that psycho.. 


"We should've trusted your instinct, but he was clean at the time.. and we couldn't just go after him without 


any evidence..." 


"Where is that dick? Tell me you have him!" My voice rumbled out of my throat as | paced around the room, 
unable to hold my anger. He is dead, as soon as | beat out of him where he hiding her, he's fucking dead! 


"We traced him down back to Cambodia, Interpol agents will meet me there and we'll go in for the arrest. My 


plane leaves in twenty-five minutes.” 

‘lm going with you.. no, we'll take our jet, it will be four times faster.. meet me at INTL airport in one hour." 
My mind was already running through the plan of action. Call the pilot, get the plane ready.. call Bruce, then 
Lars.. no first | have to tell Emily the good news.. Okay, pilot, Emily, Bruce, Lars. Detective voice broke through 
my thoughts. 

"Mister Hetfield.. | don't think it's a good idea for you to come.. | can't let you talk to him. and." 

"Talking is the last thing | want to do to him. That scam knows where my Angel is. I'm going and it's final." 
"lim bringing two officers with me. something tells me I'll need them.." 

"Ill see you in one hour." | hung up my phone, quickly looking through the contacts for the pilot's number and 
at the same time making my way to the living room. 

(Detective Brook's POV) 

The plane looked crowded with three of us and four of the band/family members, it was a small family jet, 


and couldn't fit anymore people, otherwise both bands would be here in full. | was filling everyone in on the 


case, revealing information | should've kept secret, but these people had become close to me, plus, | couldn't 


hold my own excitement. 


"Barbara Carlsen called police in Brussels four days ago about her missing sister and, as usual, they told her 
that a missing person case starts only after fourty-eight hours. The woman insisted that her sister, Fay 
Carlsen, was killed and gave police pictures and a good description of the sibling. But all that was just brushed 
off and forgotten. Too many cases to deal with." 


"I can't focking believe that rule! If someone | knew was missing, | don't focking need forty-eight hours to know 
for sure!" Lars raised his voice. From the time | had met him | learned that it was hard for him to be quiet 
for a long period of time, he had his opinion about everything and he was not shy about letting people know it. 


"| agree, who the fuck came up with that?" Steve joined him in conversation. 


"Shut it, both of you! We can talk about that later. Please continue detective." Bruce stood up and opened the 


thermos. 


| wonder if his sister closer to his character or the opposite of him. It would be so nice to meet her in person. 
He handed me another cup of coffee. This would be cup number.. | don't know, forty-something. | hadn't slept 
for more than two hours last night in total, working on the case. | felt the hot liquid soothing my throat and 
continued with my story. 


"A few days later, a crazy local treasure hunter who was searching the multiple underground tunnels that hid 
part of the Zenne river for years, found body parts wrapped in a tarp and anchored underwater with fishing 


weights. Those limbs fit the remains that were found earlier by the fishing docks. 


That case was given to the FBI due to a locket that was found on the body, belonging to a Misses Hetfield The 
Brussels police called the FBI the day after | talked to you, Mister Hetfield. I'm so sorry | had to put you 
through that hell, if there was no time difference between Europe and America, and more team work between 


different country's police forces, | would've known all that before | called you." 


"You were just doing your job.. | have a higher respect for that job now, | don't think | would ever be able to 
do what you do. And would you please call me James." | noticed him moving a chain on his neck and recognized 


Angel's locket. | took another sip of coffee and continued. 


"Okay James, but only unofficially, you can call me Ray, all of you guys can. Now, where was |? Oh.. yes. So, 
they faxed us the pictures of the tattoos that they found on the remains, one on the lower back and one on 
the wrist, matching two different descriptions. One was from Angel's guard's description of the girl from the 
bar. He remember well the butterfly tattoo on her wrist. And another from a missing person's case in 


Brussels, of Fay Carlsen. Everything fell into place. 


Barbara Carlsen was called back and questioned. She was a high class escort, working with her younger sibling 
in tandem, they knew the danger of their chosen profession, even working with rich men. They always had each 


other's backs, knowing every move and keeping all the numbers of their clients, everything unfolded and fell 


into the right place. 


The guard bragged to Fay Carlsen that he was working for Hell Angel, the famous rock star, and when the 
reward was posted and the media blew up with headlines about a missing guitar player, she knew she was a 
part of a bigger game. The sisters talked it over and decided to milk the client for money, before calling the 


police for the reward. 


Their mistake was getting too greedy, and one of them had to pay for it with her life. The number of that 
client was checked and the name it was registered under immediately raised red flags. His name was already in 


our files and we started searching for him. 


Last night we missed him in France by a few hours. He's back in Cambodia and unfortunately, this country's 
police do not work with the FBI, so we had to make a few calls to involve Interpol. After all that was done | 


called you James, and here we are." 


| looked over my audience. James and Bruce both had same expression on their faces, mix of anger and worry. 
Did | make a biggest mistake in my carrier, taking this guys with me? Most likely. At least Bruce is about five 
feet and seven-eight inches tall, one of my assistants can handle him but James is another story. Over six 


feet tall, intimidating even in his normal state.. fuck. 


"Guys, | broke all kinds of rules telling you all that, and by taking you with me. Or more like letting you take me 
there, so please don't interfere with the arrest. | want for it to go without any mistakes. | don't want to let 


this Bentley boy have any upper hand, and | do need him alive." 


“All | can promise you is | won't kill him until | know where Angel is." James’ hand tightened around the armrest 


and | shook my head. 


"I know how you feel, but he's from a rich family who, I'm sure, will find the best layer their money can buy. | 


don't want him to walk away from this. He has to answer in full, for everything, | want him behind bars." 


"He will answer for all of it, | promise you that." James looked me square in the eyes and | read the firm 
decision in his face. | have to keep him away from the arrest.. | can't let him near Chris. That fucker's life is 


not worth this man's freedom. 


XXVII. Stranger in a Strange Land 


XXVII. Stranger in a Strange Land 


(Angel's POV) 

| felt someone's hand moving on my wrist. James.. Oh, thank God it was a dream! | smiled and opened my eyes. 
A stranger's face, with big green eyes, was right above me, he was kneeling by my side. My smile vanished off 
my lips and | felt blood rushing from my head. Oh no, my nightmare continues! They found mel No, no, no.. | 


quickly moved my arms away and backed into the wall behind me. 


"Did that fuck send you after me? He needs more than one man to make me go back, I'll fight you if | have 
tol" 


The stranger stood up and smiled. 
"Oh good, you're alive, for a second there | thought you were dead. The name is Max, | don't know who you're 
talking about and | have no intention of making you go anywhere. Who are you and what the hell are you doing 


here?" 


He spoke English, finally someone who could understand me! Should | trust this guy? | stood up, keeping as 
much distance between us as the narrow balcony allowed. 


"What are you doing here, if you're weren't sent after me by that dickhead?" 
He smirked and ran his hand along the strap of the rifle that was hanging over his shoulder. 


| think | have the upper hand to ask questions here. Plus its just polite to introduce yourself. So let's try this 
again" He stretched hand in my direction. 


‘tim Max." 
| took one step forward and carefully moved my arm up, watching his every move. 
"Angel." 


His open face, friendly smile, and the warmth of his hand that gripped mine made me feel more relaxed. At 


least he was a human being, not some wild animal or someone who worked for my kidnapper. 


"Angel? Did you fall out of the sky right into hell and then crawled your way out?" His eyes slid on my body, 


and | unconsciously followed his gaze. My clothes were covered in dried mud and | remembered my climb over 


the waterfall ridge. Well, he's right, | do look like | crawled out of Hell. 


"Kind of. Where am |?" | pulled my hand away and stepped back once again. Better to keep a distance for now. 
He does have a gun and | don't know him. God knows I've made a mistake in trusting people too quickly before, 


not this time. | learned my lesson. 


"You are in the rainforest of Prey Veng, in the ancient temple not far from the Elephant mountains. Hungry?" 
He sat down and opened his backpack, pulling a can and a bottle of water from it. My stomach immediately 


growled in anticipation of food. Dammit! 


"| mean, what country?" | watched him open a can and felt a wave of nauseating hunger. Considering the last 
meal | had was at about six, last night, before many hours of work and a long walk through the jungle. Wait.. 
how long did | sleep? | looked up and saw the golden glow of sunset on the side wall. Shit! | slept all day? 


"We're in Cambodia" 


"Cambodia?!? Oh fuck.. That far?" | looked at him in state of shock and slowly sat down. "No wonder no one 


found me.. they're probably not even thinking of looking that far..." 


"Sorry | only have beans..Who is looking for you?" Max pushed plastic fork in the can and handed it to me. My 
mouth watered when the smell of food made its way to my nostrils. My stomach growled again, hurrying up 


the much needed food as | dug into the can, hastily swallowing the cold but oh-so-long overdue meal. 


"Thanks, | hate beans! A few people.. and | want to be found by some but not the other." | managed to talk 
through the food. 


"Well, all | can Tell you is l'm not from either team.. | have no idea who you are and | sure wasn't looking for 


you." 


"What were you looking for, a treasure?" My stomach happily murmured, welcoming the incoming fuel and | 
felt much better. | pulled a bottle of water from my bad and washed the last pieces down, wiping my mouth 
with the back of my hand. 


"That depends on what you call a treasure.. So, tell me, how did you end up here?" He rested his back on the 
wall and took a sip from his bottle. 


"Thank you for the breakfast. Not by my will." Should | trust him enough to tell it all? What if he decides to 


take me to that fucker? He does have a rifle.. 


"No problem, | don't want your growling guts giving up our hiding place. So.. Someone brought you here, you 
escaped, and now they're looking for you?" He rinsed my fork with the water from the bottle and put it back 
into his backpack. 


"Bull's eye. Who are you hiding from?" 


"Just pissed off the wrong people, so if you don't mind we share this place till it gets dark, a few hours to get 
to know each other better." He stretched his legs, sliding down and resting his head on the backpack. | stood up, 
finished my water, and picked up my bag. 


"I need to keep going. It was nice to meet you Max. If you'd be so kind, tell me what direction | can find an 


American or English embassy l'l-" 


"You're not going anywhere." He looked at me, then closed his eyes and continued "Not unless you want to run 
into the people that are looking for me. And trust me, you don't want to meet them. Plus, who ever is looking 


for you is probably on the hunt too, the night is the best time for us." 


"I can't just sit here.. | need to get to the embassy and." He sat up and looked at me with an annoyed 


expression. 


"Listen, Angel, if that is your real name, the people that looking for me have guns, and they're not exactly 
polite, help-a-women-in-distress kind of guys, more like the rape and kill kind. Plus, | don't want to risk you 
telling to them about me. So, here is the plan. I'm going to the city anyway, Phnom Penh is the closest one and 
its where the embassy is. We will hide during the day light and travel at night. In two, three nights we will be 
there." 


"Three nights! It's that far?" | couldn't cover my disappointment. 


"If we walk fast, we can make it in two nights and travel partially in the day light when we get closer to the 
city." His voice sounded softer. 


"You have no idea just how much | hate that fucker right now." | sighed, dropped my bag, and slid down 


"We have some time, care to tell me your story?" Max fixed his backpack under his head and turned my way. 


His green eyes smiled at me. Is he the help | asked for? 


"You go first, before | trust you, | want to know more about you." 


His full name was Maximilian Graft, he was an American, a professor of Biology at Chicago's Northwestern 
University. | tried to put the ‘professor’ title to his appearance.. hm.. shoulder length black wavy hair, scruffy 
four or five days beard, piercing green eyes outlined by long black eyelashes, a lean tan body that seemed to 
have had plenty of exercise.. yeah, professor my ass. 


Maybe if | imagined him in a suit with books and glasses. Nope.. he was just too good-looking to be a geek. But 
as soon as he started his story, | had no doubt he was who he said he was. He had too much passion for 


animals, perfect speech, and a strong voice trained by long lectures. 


Six years ago, one of Max's colleague brought pictures from a trip to Cambodia, on a few of the shots there 
was a bear living in a cage in one of the villages. The bear was just like the local, well known moon bear, but 
with a golden coat, dark mane and black panda-like rings around the eyes. When Max saw those pictures, he 


was stunned to be facing a bear he couldn't identify. No one knew that species, it had never been seen before. 


He travel to this country five years ago and all he could find was fur, claws, and skulls of the identical bear on 
the market and heard multiple stories of the golden bear. He knew that this rare animal existed and he was 
determined to find it in the wild. He left his job in Chicago and ever since he'd been here, searching the 


rainforest. 


Living in Cambodia, he was astonished to find out how common the wild animal trade was here. The poverty in 
this country was so bad that people turned to the junglet for their income. Local hunters were trapping rare 
animals for sale as pets, roadside attractions, or to supply body parts for Eastern medicine. Tigers and bears 


were hunted all over the country, bringing the number of the endangered species to the warning mark. 


He tried to work with local law to stop the hunters, but country rules were too complicated and too weak. Max 
went back to the U.S. and joined the Wildlife Protection Office. He wanted to establish the first ever wildlife 


survey of Cambodian forests and get more people involved in stopping the animal slaughter and capture. 


He knew if he could prove the existence of new, rare species of bear, it would get attention worldwide. He came 


back here and ever since he'd been working with one local photographer to try and find that golden bear. 


A few days ago, he finally got his treasure in his possession, footage of a female bear with two cubs. But on 
the way back to the city they stumbled on a hidden drug factory. His guide was captured and killed, his 
equipment was lost, all he had left was what he had on him. A backpack with some food, a few cameras, his 
treasured films, and his rifle, that shot tranquilizer darts. He was on the run for four days before he met me, 


circling the forest, trying to cover his tracks. 
When Max finished his story, he grew quiet, drifting into his thoughts. | broke the silence with a sigh. 


"| asked for help, hoping that Indiana Jones would show up and save me, but instead I've got a biologist with a 


tranquilizer gun, on the run from armed drug dealers. That is just great.” 


"Could've been worst, you could've met hunters, the sex slavery market is blooming here, you know. If you 


clean up a bit, they can get a few bucks for you." 


| gave him an ‘eat shit glare and he smiled at me. 


"Your turn, lets see what kind of help I've got" 


| took a sip of water and fixed my bag under my head. What the hell, I'll tell him everything, he doesn't look so 
intimidating, he's just a harmless scientist. He listened to my story without interrupting and when | was 
finished he sat up. 


"It sound like we in the same boat here. | was hoping to meet Jane but instead | got a fame-spoiled rock star, 
a married one at that. Just my luck." He rolled his eyes at me. 


"Well, for a fame-spoiled rock star, | think | did pretty well so far." | snapped back with a grin 


"| didn't do so bad for just a biologist" He replied with the same tone of voice. 


XXVIII. ..And Justice For All 


XXVIII. „And Justice For All 


(Bruce's POV) 


After Ray finished telling us about the case everyone on the plane went quiet and | drifted into my thoughts. | 
couldn't stop thinking that my little sister in the hands of a killer. Where was he holding her? Is she okay? | 
knew my sibling well and | knew she would kill him if he tried to come close, unless she was unconscious or tied 


up.. no ties wouldn't hold her too long.. 


It had been eleven days since she went missing, can you keep someone out for that long? He had to, once she 
is awake, he has no chance of coming anywhere near her, she's not exactly the helpless girly type. If he was 
keeping her tied up, it had to be some pretty strong rope to hold the fury of hurricane Hell Angel. My fingers 
dug into the chair. Fuck! 


The last time | felt this helpless was when she was in the hospital after our uncle attacked her. | was her big 
brother and | wasn't there to protect her. | wanted to kill him, but he was already dead. All | could do was sit 
by her day and night and hold her hand in mine. 


How did | let this happen again? | just can't believe none of us ever thought that this bastard that toured with 
us, that was accepted as a part of our crew.. | felt anger suffocating me, boiling in my veins, and hit the arm 
rest with my fist. But this time.. this time, I'll have my revenge, he is so fucking dead! | will rip his limbs off 
one by one, painfully slow.. I'll make him pay! 


| got up and walked to the front of the plane, my teeth grinding with frustration as | tried to control my 
anger, which was pounding heavily in my head. | turned and met James' eyes, reading the same thoughts in his 
face. He was sitting with a clenched jaw, the grip of his hands on the armrests so tight that his fingers turned 
completely white. 


Who ever gets to that dickhead first, me or James, we will make him pay. 

The pilot announced that we were starting our landing and asked us to turn our cell phones off. | went back to 
my seat and noticed Lars had finally hung up on whoever he was talking to. He grabbed a bottle of water and 
downed it in a few gulps, turning to Ray. 


"So, what's the plan for mission ‘you're going focking down cocksucker'?" 


"We're going to the American Embassy first, to meet with the Interpol guys. After that we, and | mean me, 
my officers, and the Interpol representatives go in for the arrest and then." Ray looked at his watch. 


Let's see, Cambodia is twelve hours ahead.. so.. Fuck! It's eight pm here.. shit! The embassy is closed, we'll 


have to wait until morn--" 
"Tell me what hotel he's in" James‘ voice rumbled in the small cabin, covering the engine noise. 
"James... you can't see him, it has to be done by the rules, it has t-" 


"Ray, l'm going to find him, with your help or without it. I've waited long enough following the fucking rules. I'm 
fucking done." 


"He's at Inter Continental, room five hundred seventy-six." Lars stretched his arms and leaned back into his 
chairs forty minutes from the airport" 


"How did you know that?" Ray turned his attention to the drummer. 

"What? Like it's focking hard? All you need is a phone and a last name. What do you think | was doing for the 
last two hours? Everything is set, rental car is waiting, hotel rooms booked, we're staying in the same hotel, | 
even found out where the focking Bentley factory is, | doubt he's hiding her in his hotel room.." 

"Fuck, guys. You will cost me my job. Please don't interfere." Ray pleaded, standing up to face us. 

"Who's interfering? We're just visiting someone we know, nothing to do with your case. Just a ‘friendly’ visit" 
Steve emphasized his words by smashing his right fist into his left palm. 

(Angel's POV) 

Before starting our night trip | managed to wash the cement, dust, and dirt off my face in the stream that 
had brought me here last night and quickly changed my clothes. Feeling refreshed and full of strength, | was 
determined to walk as fast as | could. 

The only thing that was bothering me was the unstoppable and very annoying itching-burning pain of the 
wound on my wrist. The skin around the cut was red and swollen, | soaked my scarf in the cool water and 
wrapped it around my arm, welcoming the immediate relief. When | came back inside, Max looked at me and 


raised his eyebrows. 


"Wow, | was wrong! Now | can see, you'll make a very high prized trophy! If | sell you on the market, | can get 


enough to live here comfortably for a few years.. hm. that's a good idea" 
"Watch it, Indiana Bears, or you may find your tranquilizer gun where the sun don't shine!" 


"Like in a cave? The sun never shines in a cave." He smiled at me. 


"You can call it cave, but really it's more of a cavity." | grinned back at him. 


"You'll have to take my riffle away from me first." He gripped into gun belt with his hand, his expression 


turned to an intended mean look. 


"Not really a problem, trust me." | picked up my bag and walked out of the temple. He stopped me at the 


entrance. 

"Do you even know how to use it? Other than as a shove stick?" His eyes were smiling. 

"Sure, James and | hunt every year and." | stopped mid-sentence when | saw Max's face change. 
‘tm sure it's a lot of fun, killing defenseless animals." He spat out. 


"Max. l'm sorry, | never thought about it this way.. we only hunt in the season, when there's is too many 


dear in our area." 


He just walked past me without saying a word. Fuck.. why did | bring up the hunting? He hates people who hunt 


animals. Great.. now he'll think l'm just a heartless killer. 


Max was leading the way with me following him closely. Thank God for the full moon, the darkness was less 
thick and it was easier to make our way through the forest. After an hour of silence, he started talking, and | 
was grateful that he wasn't angry at me anymore. After days of imprisonment, unable to speak to anyone, | 


craved the company. He got back to his favorite topic and | enjoyed his lecture about local wild life. 


He told me that wild animals do not hunt on humans and will only attack if they're surprised, cornered, or 
defending their young. Sometimes, when hunters diminished their food supply, starvation would turn them in 
man eaters. After a few hours of talking about the habits of different predators he suddenly stopped and 


raised his hand in a gesture of silence. He turned to me, beaming with excitement and lowered his voice. 
"Look right there on the top of that ridge." He pointed at the hill top highlighted by the moonlight. 
"What am | looking at?" | whispered back, looking in that direction and not noticing anything. 


"Panthera tigris corbetti, also known as the Indochinese Tiger, very common in this part of the world, nice big 


male." 


For a second | saw slight movement in the bushes and then a bright flash of tiger fur between the bushes. 
The ridge was far from us and | relaxed. Despite Max's lecture | didn't want to face a tiger armed only with 


darts and see by practice if the king of the jungle decided to have steak à la Angel for dinner. Max would 


probably be to busy admiring the wild animal and trying to film it in attack mode. 


Speaking of Max, how in the hell did he know it was a male? | couldn't even see the tiger's body in full, much 
less body parts. Is he trying to show off in front of the girl? Uh, | hate when guys do that! Before | could 
even think it through, my mouth opened with a sarcastic, acid dripping remark. 


"Wow, | didn't know you had a such good night vision, | mean, to see that good, to be able to say it's a male." | 
bit my tongue and tried to pull on an innocent smile but Max read my sarcasm loud and clear and glared at 


me. 


"I know it was a male because at this time of the year females have cubs, this one was alone. l'm glad it was 


a male, females are always bad tempered and troublesome in all species, and should be avoided." 
All| could do is smile back. You win Max, ball is in my corner. 


"Okay, mister smarty pants. Tell me, are there any animals that do hunt humans for food?" | really didn't 
wanted to know, especially if they lived here, but | needed to get back on the good side of my companion. He 


loves to talk about animals, so lll let him talk. 


"Bears are the only mammals that see humans as prey, mainly brown and grisly bears. And polar bears, but 


they don't live in this part of the world" 


| heard his voice soften when he started his babble about his favorite subject, bears. | tried to listen, but 
soon got bored and drifted in my own thoughts, playing out memories in my head and trying to ignore the 
growing throbbing in my wrist. Now the pain spread to my arm and it started felling heavy, and hot. 


As we walked through the forest Max was picking edible fruits and handing them to me. We refilled the bottles 
with water from a small creek, my new friend had some water purifying tablets that he shared with me and 


once again | thanked God for sending me someone to help. 


I'm not exactly a helpless Goldy Locks, but when you know nothing about plants or animals of the part of the 
world you're stuck in.. | don't even know what is poisonous and what isn't here.. | wouldn't be able to survive 


here on my own 

By sunrise, we made our way to a mountain and soon found a half open cave suitable for daylight rest. | was 
used to staying up all night and usually this time of the morning | would crash and fall asleep. Max looked like 
he was barely keeping his eyes open too. 


"Should we take turns and watch for animals and hunters?" | looked at Max, suppressing a yawn. 


"Our hunters wouldn't see us here, as for the animals, | have something.." He dug into his backpack, pulling out 


a bottle filled with a yellow substance and | grimace. 


"Oh.. Please don't tell me its urine." 


"You watch too many movies, it's just a citrus concentrate, animals hate it, too strong for their sensitive 
noses." Max smirked at me and sprayed some of the liquid on ground around our ‘hotel’. Then he made himself 


comfortable, laying down closer to the entrance of the cave and turned to me. 
"Have nice day dreams, Angel." 


"You too, Max." My eyes refused to stay open and | walked deeper into the cave, inspecting the walls for bugs. 
Don't want to wake up with something crawling on me. | found the perfect spot and stretched out on the 


ground. God | can't wait for a nice comfortable bed.. mmmmnnn... with my husband in it.. really can't wait.. 


(Chris' POV) 


Everything is perfect! | slid my hand over the black case on the bed. | know how much she misses her guitars, 
this is just perfect. | bought it from the collector a long time ago and was ready to give it to Angel in the 


beginning, but all my plans went out of control and | couldn't visit her. 


Good thing | set up everything with the food delivery to my house, it's delivered every three days by a car 
from the local market that was right by the hotel. Long drive, but for good money people here were willing to 
do anything. Guards or a maid would contact me through the same person who delivered the food. They had 


orders not to leave my house, and for emergencies they have a small off road Jeep. 


By the way, tomorrow is a delivery day, | shoud've asked if Angel had any requests, maybe something she 
needed. Too late now, I'll just fly back here and get it. It would be great to have a phone in there, but it's too 
far from the city. | could've get a radio phone, but | didn't want to risk connecting that hidden place to my 


name. 


| was planning to fly to the house when | just came back to Cambodia, but my father insisted on getting the 
report today and when | returned this morning, | had to spend all day at the factory to keep up the 
appearance of working hard. Fucking work! One more delay. But now, now I'll have all weekend with my Angel. | 
missed her so much, all that stupid greedy whore's fault, but she payed for it in full. 


| opened the case one last time to make sure my present was perfect. The custom made Les Paul Black Beauty 
was off-set by the red velvet lining of the box and looked amazing. | know her tastes, she would love it. | 
closed the case and wrapped a red silk ribbon around it. Earlier this evening | had to pull the guitar out of my 
car and bring it here to tune it. 


| took the amp that goes with my present to the car earlier and now was just waiting, counting the minutes to 
the scheduled flight. | looked at the clock on the night stand Time to go, by the time | reach the small private 
airport, my helicopter should be ready, just a bit under two hours of flight and I'll be there. | fixed the big red 
bow on the top of the guitar case and picked it up. 


The door flew out of the frame with a loud bang, followed by a heart-stopping loud roar that paralyzed my 
body. The guitar case dropped out of my hand and | felt the blood rushing away from my face. In slow motion, 
| saw Hettield's fist closing in on my face. 


l'm dead.. 


(Detective Brook's POV) 
As soon as we entered the hotel, James sprinted up the stairs before | could react and stop him. 


"James! God dammit!" | ran after him, taking two stairs at a time, but with all my military training | couldn't 
catch up with the guitarist's long legs. Fuck! He will be the end of me! 


By the time | reached the fifth floor | heard an animal growl from the room up ahead. 

"Where is she???" 

| ran to the open door, which was barely hanging on its broken hinges. James was holding his prey's throat in 
his iron grip. He picked the equal sized man like a rag doll and smashed him into the wall. Another roar shaking 
the room. 

"You cocksucker! Where is she???" 

"James! Let him go, he has no where to run!" 

| tried to pull him away, getting the same result as | would get if | tried to stop a runaway train. James sent a 
series of heavy blows to his victim's face and | saw blood splattering on the white wall. Fuck! Where in the hell 


is my help? 


‘lm asking you one last time! Where is my wife?" James’ hands returned to Chris' neck, turning his face 


purple, a few bubbling noises escaping from his crushed throat. 


"James, he can't talk when you're chocking him! Let gol I'll have to arrest you if you don't! He isn’t worth it! 
Let go!" 


| pulled on James' arms with all my strength with no result. Noise at the doorway made me turned and | saw 


three pairs of eyes burning with hate. Fuck! They are going to kill him, | have to stop this. 
"Guys, listen, if he kills him, he's done, he will be locked up for murder, that fucker isn't worth it!" 


None of them moved a muscle, | turned to James with one last hope. 


"James, Angel wouldn't want this for you. Let this piece of shit go." 


| saw James’ face coming back to a human expression at the sound of his wife's name. He pushed his victim 
into the wall one more time and let go of him. Chris slid down, leaving a bloody trail as he dropped to his knees 
and grabbed his throat, coughing. 


"Let's do this shit right" | saw the officers that I'd brought with me making their way through the door and 
stepped closer, pulling handcuffs off my belt. 


"Christopher Benjamin Barnato, you are under arrest for the murder of Fay Carlsen and for the kidnapping of 
Helen Angel Hetfield. You have the right to remain silent." | pulled him off the floor and continued with the 
Miranda rights, locking the handcuffs on his wrists. 


"Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have right to an attorney, and to 
have an attorney present during any questioning. If you cannot afford a lawyer, one will be provided for you at 


government expense.” | pulled him to the chair and pushed him down closing my lips to his face. 


"That last part is not going to happen in your case you son of a bitch." 


| flashed my FBI badge to calm down the hotel security and ordered one of them to stay in Barnato's room in 
case someone called or came looking for him. We moved to one of the double suites that were booked by Lars. 


Three hours later, everything finally settled. 


My officers took a position by the closed door between the combined rooms, keeping the angry rockers away 
from the prisoner. After they figured out he was not going to tell them anything, they were talking among 


themselves, planning what to do next. 


| tried to ask Barnato questions but got dead silence. He didn't scream for a lawyer, he didn't say anything. The 
only thing | read in his eyes was hate. He was sitting in the chair, time to time spitting blood on the floor, and 


flashing insane smile at me. 

| got hold of my boss to report that | had no choice but to make the arrest myself, without Interpol. | told 
him the truth. After he was done swearing at me, he said he would settle this on the higher end and told me 
that two other FBI agents that took a passenger plane would be in Cambodia in four hours. 


"You wait in place and surrender the prisoner to them. After that you can continue working on the case to 


locate the missing person" 


"Understood." 


"And Brook, one more screw-up and I'll have your ass and your badge." 
"Yes sir." 


| turned my phone off and stood up. Something was different, | listened closely and didn't hear voices from the 


conjoining room. Fuck! | opened the door to an empty room. 


"Oh, for fuck's sake! What are they up to now?" 


XXIX. Remember Tomorrow. 


XXIX. Remember Tomorrow. 


(Ray's POV) 

| figured they went to the factory but | couldn't go there until | handed off the prisoner. | was dialing their 
phones over and over, getting the voice mails and was ready to kill someone when Lars finally decided to 
answer. 

"Sorry Ray, | must've accidentally turned my phone off.” 


| didn't let him finish. 


"Yeah, and the other three did the same. Why did you leave without telling me? Don't tell me you are at the 
factory." 


"We thought you were busy.. plus you wouldn't approve of our actions anyway.. You said you had no search 


warrant for the focking factory, since it belongs to the family, not to the psycho... so." 
"So you decided to go without me? At least with my badge we could've gotten in." 


"Oh, we're in, that wasn't a big problem. And we're coming back, you don't have to come here." His voice 


sounded sad. | guess they didn't find anything.. damn. Wait, how did they get in? 


"Did you sneaked into the factory?" | started to pace around the room. Illegal entry onto private property, 
illegal search, fucking great. 


"Fock no! We just walked through the front gate." 
‘Security just let you in?" | stopped by the chair. Maybe it's not so bad.. 


"Well. They tried to stop us but James ‘politely’ told them to fock off.. and they did" Mhm, politely my ass. 


"l'm sure they're calling to the police as we speak" Now this whole mess will get out of control and I'll lose my 


job for sure. 


"Um.. don't think so.. kind of hard to reach the focking phone when you're tied up to the gate." Oh.. no they 
didn't.. 


"You broke into the factory illegally and tied up the guards? That is just great.. I'm coming there, don't go 
anywhere, please don't do anything else-" A loud metal noise and swearing in the background didn't let me 
finish. 

"What was that?" 


"We tried to talk to the people who work here, did you know this place is focking slavery, they work twenty 


four seven!" 

"Lars, tell me what that noise was." Tell me you didn't vandalized anything there. 

"We showed them picture of Angel, but no one knows about her, or they're just too afraid to talk, so we 
searched every room, finding focking nothing and now we're a bit ticked off." Oh shit.. they did. James’ scream 
ended with the sound of shattered glass. Fuck.. 

"What are you doing?" 

‘lm focking talking to you.. on the focking phone." Lars smarted off to me. 


"Lars!" I'm going to kill them! 


"Um.. James and Bruce are just taking their anger out on a few cars that we found in the one of the focking 


buildings... 


I'm dead, fired and dead. The Bentley boys will nail my ass to the wall for this if my boss doesn't do it first. | 
wouldn't be able to pay for damage.. | can't even afford a tire for a car like that. Shit.. 


"Do you know how much those cars cost? Have they completely lost their minds? My boss will hang me..." 
"You're not here, so.. it's off you. Anyways, we're focking done here. We'll see you at the hotel." 

Okay, one thing at the time, | hand over Chris, then we can try to figure out what to do. | can cross the 
factory off my list. Someone had to know something, | need to ask around, hotel staff usually keeps records of 
phone calls made from their phones, there are cameras in place that could catch something. A lot of work, | 


just hope we can find some leads, anything. 


A knock on the door broke my string of thought and one of my officers opened the door, letting two FBI agents 


in. 


"Hey Brook, boss said you have a package for us." Agent Ross squeezed my hand and looked at Chris' broken 


and swollen face. 


"Wow! Did you do that to him? It's police brutality you know." 


"Nope, didn't lay a finger on him. He looked like that at the moment of the arrest, | have officers Scott and 


Roland as witnesses." 
"Wonder what happened before the arrest" Ross squinted his eyes at me. 


"Have no idea, must've pissed someone off before | got to him. Just take this piece of shit off my hands so | 


can get back to work" 


(Lars: POV) 


| hung up the phone and ducked when a piece of bumper flew over my head and smashed into the wall behind 
me. | looked at what was left of the five Continental S Bentleys. | knew those poor cars had nothing to do with 
all this but it felt focking good to get at least some of the frustration out. 


"Come on guys, we're going back. Ray's all focking pissed off at us." 


On the way back no one said a word. We had such high hopes for the factory and it was a dead end. Even if 
someone knew something, they were too afraid to lose their jobs, and language barrier didn't help either, | 


could've tried to give them one of my speeches, but without knowing their language it was focking pointless. 


By the time we got back to the hotel, Ray got hold of the security tapes and was questioning some of the 
hotel staff that was working today. He handed us tapes and we started viewing them one at the time, trying to 
find any clues, but the few tapes that focker was on, were from Today and didn't show anyone with him. 


Nothing, another dead end. Fock! 


"She's here somewhere, I'll turn this fucking country inside out if | have tol" James got up and started pacing 


around the room. 
"You should've let us ‘talk! a bit more to that dick" Bruce turned to Brook. 


"It was pointless, trust me | know the type. You could've killed him but he wouldn't tell you where she is" Ray 
opened the window curtains and the sun lit the room, he turned the light off and continued. 


"Guys, | suggest we take a little break and get some sleep, my brain is refusing to work. l'm sure you're all 
exhausted too. There is nothing we can do right now until | hear back from the embassy. It will take them 
some time to find out if Chris ever rented or bought any property here, they also will check with the local 
housing market for any shady deals." 


| looked at my watch, it's noon already? No wonder | feel like focking shit. 


(James' POV) 


| was walking in the long empty corridor with hundreds of closed doors. From somewhere far | heard a familiar 


and oh-so-dear to me voice whisper. 

‘I'm here." 

"Angell" 

"l'm here." The words bounced off the walls around me. 


"Angel where are you?" Every door | opened was leading into similar corridors with row after row of closed 


doors. | could hear my heart pounding in my throat and my face was wet from the tears. 


"Angell Please tell me where you arel Please tell me how to find youl" | screamed and my voice echoed in the 


empty corridors. 
"Angellll" 


"James, wake up, James!" Someone's hand squeezed my shoulder and | opened my eyes. Lars was standing 


above me. 

"Anything?" | sat up on the bed, wiping my eyes. 

"Brook got a call a few minutes ago, he wen-" 

The door opened and Brook walked in with a smile on his face, my heart sped up. 

‘Chris had rented a helicopter last night and was stupid enough to pay with a credit card over the phone. | 


already called that place, he was planing to fly a hundred thirty-two miles west. The pilot knows where, he flew 
Chris there three weeks ago. We're meeting that pilot on the airfield in forty-five minutes." 


(Angel's POV) 


"Wow, this is a rare sight to see, | can't believe it! Saolal And I'm lucky enough to film this beauty in the wild!" 


Max looked like a kid, happy to see some small dear-sized animal with spearlike horns. 


He quickly pulled his camera out of his backpack and | stepped to the side, letting him get closer to the sight 
of his passion. | was glad Max couldn't read my mind, since | couldn't help but think that this ‘rare sight would 


make a great barbeque. l'm sorry, but | hadn't had a decent meat meal for a long time, fruits are nice but l'm 


a carnivore. Even if | had a gun to shoot it, Max would most likely kill me. Shit! l'm so hungry! 


As though the animal read my thoughts, it suddenly picked its head up, listening for a second before sprinting 
into the cover of the forest. | sighed, there goes my imaginary meal. A distant noise grabbed my attention, it 
sounded like a rattle and it was coming closer. 


"Helicopter! Hide!" 


Max pulled me to the side of the hill, my leg fell thought a soft patch of the ground and | lost my balance 
falling into the hole, pulling him with me. We slid down on the long wet dirt tunnel and dropped onto something 
wet and sticky. The rancid stench of ammonia made me gag and | instinctively covered my nose, but 


immediately pulled my hand away from my face, feeling that it was covered in the smelly substance. 


"What in the hell is that smell?" | sat up and tried to hold my breath, covering my mouth with the bottom of 
my shirt. 


"Guano. Ssshhh... Don't talk." 


| felt Max moving by my side and heard a crackling noise before a few glow sticks appeared in his hand, 
lighting up our surroundings. We were sitting on the ground of a big cave, the ceiling and walls were covered 
with bats. | felt something moving under me and quickly stood up. The ground was covered with huge and 


disgusting cockroaches, worms, and centipedes. Yuck! 


| made a few frantic movements, feeling something crawling on my back and shook the pieces of bat shit from 
my clothes, then bent down and quickly tucked my jeans into my boots. What the fuck else is here? | looked 
around, holding the glow stick in front of me. Please, please God don't let me see a spider. As soon as | thought 
that, in the corner of my eye | saw something shiny that caught the light. Spiderweb.. The cold hand of fear 
gripped my throat and my body froze in place when | saw a freaky looking white spider in the middle of it. Oh.. 
fuck.. 


(Max's POV) 

"We have to find our way out before we pass out from the ammonia vapors. Come on" 

| started walking, but Angel didn't move a muscle. | looked back and saw her face painted with horror. Oh 
fucking great! Girls and their fear of bugs and bats. Shit! | quickly walked to her and placed my hand over her 


mouth holding her close to me. 


"Angel, what ever you do, please don't scream. All those bats will wake up, flying out of this cage and giving a 


sign to our hunters. Please don't scream. It's okay.. they can't harm you." 


She didn't move or release a sound and | moved my hand off her lips, looking at her face. Her eyes were 


closed, with tears running down her cheeks, her body was shaking. Oh shit, she is terrified out of her mind! | 
hugged her and ran my hand over her head, trying to calm her down 


"IFs just harmless bats and bugs, they can't hurt you, come on, just hold on to me and we'll make it to the 
other side. By the direction of the breeze there has to be another opening there, come on, walk, just try it 


She didn't move and sunk her fingers into my shoulder. 
‘| can't..." Her voice quivered and | felt her shivering in my arms. 


"You have to, I'll help you, just one step at the time and don't look on the ground." | tried to step away, but 
her arms held me in place. Okay, she is frozen here, what the hell | supposed to do now? Carry her? Shit, we 
have to move, | already feel a bit lightheaded, we have to get to the open air. 


"Don't look down, just walk, bugs can't crawl up on you if you're moving." | tried my best to pull her arms off 


me but she tightened her grip. 
"You want me to carry you?" 


It's. it's not the bugs on the ground.. there.. there is a huge spider.. right there.. | can't move.." She managed 
to whisper through tightly clenched teeth. 


"Spider? You're afraid of spiders? | don't see any.." | looked in the direction she was facing and saw a whip 


spider on the web a few feet away from us. 


Oh my God! It's so beautifull How can anyone be afraid of that beauty? There are poisonous five-inches long 
centerpieces moving by her feet and she's froze from the sight of the small spider? Go figure. 


"Are you serious? Its small, and trust me as a biologist, it can't jump on you, lets just move away and go 
around it." | pulled her back and she made a few steps, still holding on to me tightly. | felt like a hero, saving 
the poor girl from evil bugs. It feels kind of nice, her body so close to mine.. Can a girl like that and a guy like 


me.. okay, the ammonia vapors are making me delirious. 


(Angel's POV) 


With Max's help | made it through the bat cave and we followed the long and narrow ways that took us under 
the mountain. | tried not to think of bugs when we passed a few more smaller caves, but winced every time 
something crunched under my feet. Thankfully, Max was holding my hand all the way, until we finally stepped 


out of the side of the mountain leaving the crawling horrors behind. 


We came out to the small waterfall that was running from the top on one side of the cave opening. The big 


rocks surrounding the entrance separated a few pools of water at the different levels on the slopped hill. The 


crystal clear water looked so fresh and inviting that | felt urgent need to rinse my body of the dirt and dust, 
not mentioning the bat shit. 


"Max, is it possible that we can wash all this off? | still can't shake the crawling feeling off my body." 


"Would be a good idea, considering there is always a danger of catching toxoplasmosis from the bat droppings." 


Max pulled his backpack and rifle off his shoulders and placed them on top of the rock 


“Toxowhat?" | sat down, carefully pulling my jeans out of the boots, making sure no bugs were there to get to 


my open skin. 


"Toxoplasmosis, it's a parasitic disease, very unpleasant." | started to unbutton my shirt, but Max voice made 


me look up at him. He was looking at me with a playful smile on his face at the same time. 


"What the fuck are you looking at? You think it's a stripping show? Go find your own pond on the other side 
and turn the other way." 


"What? No reward for saving you from the big bad spider?" He smiled wider. 
Men.. all the same. Fine, you want to play, I'll play. 


| walked to him unbuttoning my shirt at the same time and his smile vanished off his face when | stepped 
close enough to feel his breathing. He looked at me with a mixed expression in his eyes as | slowly pulled my 
shirt open, revealing tank top. My arm reached behind his back and got a grip of the rifle. | stepped back, 
holding it in my hands. 


"| can always just shoot you and take a good long bath while you're out." | flashed a devilish smile at him and 
he smirked at me, looking a bit disappointed. 


“Sorry... | don't even know why l.. it's just ammonia poising...| feel like I'm drunk.. sorry." He grabbed his 


backpack and | could've swore | saw him blush as he started walking away. 


"Just stay there until | tell you that I'm done and dressed" | smiled, walking back to my previous place, making 
sure | couldn't see Max and quickly pulled my top off. Sharp pain in my arm almost made me wince and | 


carefully unwrapped the scarf from my wrist. 


The swelling, and redness had spread up to my elbow. The wound didn't looked good at all. It was swollen twice 
the size of my wrist and the throbbing was pulsating all the way to my shoulder. | pushed on the sides, biting 
into my lips to hold my scream, and it opened up, leaking with a greenish tinted puss. Fucking great.. it's 
infected. What was that disease Max was talking about? Toxoplasmosis.. don't know anything about it, but | 
don't think it could start that fast. 


After | washed the wound as good as | could, | turned my attention to the rest of my body. When | felt clean 


enough to stop rubbing my skin, | took some time to swam around, enjoying myself, before making it back to 
the rocks. | prepped my back on one of them, sitting in the water and looking at the sky colored with the 
amazing red sunset. 

This would be a beautiful place for a vacation. Just me and James, a romantic view, no one around. James.. l'm 
almost there, one more night and tomorrow we will reach the city. We need to keep moving. | quickly got out 
of the water and changed into last clean clothes, feeling my body shiver. Why am | so cold? Brr, better wear 
the jacket. 


| climbed on top of the rock and looked around. "Max, | hope you're dressed and ready." 


| saw my Indiana Bears sitting on the rocks just a few ponds away, holding something in his hands. At the 
sound of my voice he turned to me and | saw the flashing light of the camera. 


"Smile!" 

"Oh the paparazzi, can't hide from them even in the middle of the jungle." | laughed. 

"At least I'll have proof, when I'm back home telling all my friend | that spent a few days in the forest alone 
with a beautiful woman who's a famous rock star, saving her from bugs.. They will never believe me." He 


pulled a square piece of paper out of the bottom of his Polaroid and smiled. 


"See, turned out pretty good, who knew I'd become a celebrity photographer." 


(James' POV) 


| was standing in the bathroom by the partially broken brick wall. Heart was pounding somewhere in my head, 
she ran away three days ago. For those three days she was somewhere out there in the jungle, alone. 


"Angel, I'm sorry it took me so long." | whispered to the empty bathroom, swallowing lump in my throat. 
"| can't believe she did that.. | mean, it's a brick wall!" Brook walked in and stood beside me. 
"She didn't wanted to be here, nothing would've stopped her." 


"She is one hell of a girl, can't wait to meet her." He picked up a scratched out bolt and tried to scrape 


between the bricks.'It probably took her many days." 
| felt my jaw clench. 


"Many days of me sitting and waiting, playing by the fucking rules. She was tired of waiting for me to come 
and rescue her and did it herself, and now she's out there alone." | stared at the darkness outside, feeling 


angry and powerless. Just like in my dream, she was somewhere out of my reach and | was lost in a empty 
corridors with closed doors. 


"FuuuuuucckKkkllll" | hit the wall with my closed fists, knocking a few loose bricks out of place. 


"James, we will search the area, but it will take time.. it's dark now, she's probably hiding somewhere for night, 


too many predators here." 
| felt a cold flash of fear racing down my spine. Predators.. she is out there alone in a forest full of predators. 


"Fock man, here | was, ready to feel like a focking hero, rescue a damsel in distress but your Hell of a wife had 


to go through the focking brick wall" Lars pushed himself through the door and kicked one of the bricks. 
‘For once, | wanted to see her in need of help. but no! As for the focking predators, all | can say is, | feel 
sorry for those poor bastards, right James?" He looked at me with an encouraging smile and put his hand on 


my shoulder. "She'll be okay, she's strong, you know it” 


All| could do is breathe in, feeling the lump in my throat coming back. | wish | acted on my gut feeling on the 
first day, | wish I'd went after that fucker and ignored police. | wish.. none this had ever happened. 


"Ray, what else did you get out of that girl?" Bruce called from the bedroom. 


(Brook's POV) 


"Her name is Nhian, she's fourteen, and her father and older brother were guards. "I walked back to the room 
and continued. 


"They never knew Misses Hetfield was kidnapped, Barnato lied to them, they honestly believed they were 
babysitting his crazy fiance. In the morning the girl brought breakfast as usual and didn't pay attention to the 
closed bathroom door, since that was a normal thing, Angel did that every time. They didn't figure out that 
she was gone till noon. Nhian said her father and brother took the Jeep and went to search the forest but 


never came back" 
"Do you think that Jeep that we saw upside down in the river." Steve didn’t finish his sentence. 


"Who knows.. I'll report that to the local police when we're back in the city, let them deal with it" | rubbed the 
back of my head. | really expected that we find Angel here and now.. 


"Fock.. does she have any other family? | mean.. we can't leave her here alone.. it's not like it's her fault." Lars 


dropped onto the bed. 


"We'll take her back to the city, she said she has an aunt there. Come on guys, let's get out of here, 


Tomorrow early in the morning we'll start searching the forest. | figure she couldn't have gone west, there is 
no crossing that deep canyon, so it leaves three directions. Considering she walks all day and rests at night, in 
three days she should be somewhere about a hundred-ten miles from the house, we can narrow our search 
within that radius from the house." 


If she's survived three days in the jungle.. | didn't say it out loud, but somehow | got the feeling that this was 
on everyone's mind. Bruce was sitting on the chair with his head down, Lars was chewing on a toothpick, Steve 
was brushing hair back with his hand over and over again, and James was looking out of the window with his 
fists tightened around iron bars. 


The phone rang in my pocket, breaking the dead silence and | pulled it open 


"Brook here." 


(Bruce's POV) 


| watched Brook's face carefully, trying to figure out what he was hearing on the other end of the line. By the 
looks of it, he got bad news and | held my breath when he finally hung up his phone and turned to us. 


"Any news?" Me and James echoed each other. 
"Not about Misses Hetfield. My boss just informed me that Barnato tried to escape while boarding the plane. 
He pretend to pass out and pulled a gun from agent Ross. He opened fire in a crowded area of the airport and 


got shot dead by the security." 


"Good riddance, someone had to put that motherfucker down, | just wish it was me." | stood up. 


XXX. Afraid To Shoot Strangers. 
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(Max's POV) 


Angel was walking beside me on the slope of the hill, she wasn't very talkative today. She must be thinking 
about her family and home as we get closer to the city. | would've been too, but.. 


Home.. all | have there are my books. | had a few friends as crazy as me about the science, but I'd lost touch 
with them over the years in this country. No family, no girlfriend. Women were usually eager to meet with me 
at first but as soon as | start talking about biology they get bored and leave. And the few | met in the world 
of science looked like.. well, they didn't look so hot. 


| looked at Angel, she got ahead and was now walking in front of me. | can't believe | hit on her, what the hell | 
was thinking? | bet it was those ammonia vapors. | would never talk to a woman like that on the clear mind. | 
can't ever find words to get attention of a girls | like. And then when she started unbutton her shirt.. for a 
split second | thought she was coming on to me.. | so would.. if she.. | would, without second thought. Oh for 
God sake! She from a different world, married.. | like her as a friend, just as a friend. 


| must admit | have some attraction to her.. any normal men would. That's normal. I'm a guy, she's beautiful 
woman, and its not just the looks. She makes me laugh, she's smart and we are together in this, it's only 
human, to.. | looked at Angel again.. It's only human to be attracted to her. Okay, do not think about that.. ever. 


She is married and we're just friends. | still can't believe | hit on her.. 

| think | need to get a girlfriend when | come back to the US, I've been single for too long. A long time with no 
sex, makes Max a horny boy, that hits on friends. That is it. | need to get a girlfriend and ... | looked at my 
companion. And | have to stop staring at her ass! And | can't do that if she walks in front of me like that. 


We need a friend-to-friend kind of conversation. Family, let's talk about family. | caught up with Angel and 
turned to her. 


"Thinking about your family?" 
"Lam, | miss them so much!" She turned to me with a smile. 


"Tell me about them.. | mean, once we get to the city.. you'll get back to your fame filled life and I'll probably 


never see you again" 


"Not going to happen, I'll never turn back on my friends, especially friends that helped me. And l'm sure my 
family will be happy to meet you." 


"| don't think so.. especially if your husband is the jealous type, if | had a wife like you | would't be so happy to 
see a man she spent three days and nights alone in the jungle with... | did try to hit on you." My laugh came 
out a bit awkward and | mentally snapped at myself. Why in the hell did | tell her that? Better if she thinks 
that was a joke. 


"Don't worry, James a bit overprotective, but he trusts me." She smiled. 


"What's he like?" | really want to know, | mean if a man trusts a woman who is that hot and in the public view. 
Surely there is a lot of fans, a lot of men, who drool over her.. | would be going crazy. Wonder if he's as hot 


as her.. 


"He looks a little intimidating at first, but he's most caring person in this world with a big heart, amazing deep 


and warm blue eyes, and most beautiful smile." She sighed and | saw her face light up. 


"You must be still in love with him.. to describe someone you've been married to for so many years like that." 


| smiled back. 


"| am, always was and always will be.. he is The One. The only man in this universe that makes my heart beat 
faster, the only one who can make the worst day go away with one smile.. who makes my blood turn into fire 


with one touch...” She sounded so soft and | got a little pin of sadness hitting my heart. 


| wish one day someone would talk about me this way.. so far my personal life has brought me nothing but 
pain and disappointment. My ex hates my guts and remarried shortly, very shortly, after we divorced. | had a 
few girlfriends, the longest relationship of my life lasted two years.. no kids. 


"And your daughter?" | turned back to my companion. 

"She looks just like him, our Kitty-Kat, same blonde wavy hair, she got his smile and a cute button nose.. she 
has my eyes.. green. | hope this little one gets his father's baby blues." Angel pressed her hand to her lower 
stomach and smiled. Little one? Wait.. 

"You're pregnant? You didn't tell me! | mean.. do you need to rest more often, maybe we should stop now?" Oh 
God, | made a pregnant woman march a hundred and some miles and she never complained.. or asked to slow 
down.. 

Her laugh stopped my thoughts."Max, I'm pregnant, not disabled." 

"Still, | feel pretty bad making you walk that much in your condition” 

"You didn't make me to do anything. | want to get home as fast as | can and I'll walk hundreds of miles more if 


| have to. | never told you that I'm pregnant because for some reason, all the men start acting weird, treating 


you like a fragile statue, talking about ‘condition’ like it's some physically and mentally crippling disease. | hate 


that!" 
"Did that.. kidnapper of yours knew that you're pregnant?" 


"No... and | hope to God, all those drugs that dickhead give me won't affect my baby." Angel grew quiet, deep in 
her thoughts. 


Closer to the morning we came upon a small creek and refilled our bottles with water. After walking into the 
heavy treed area of the forest | notice that Angel was walking slower than usual. When | turned to ask her if 
she need a rest | saw her shiver, pulling her jacket closer and crossing her arms over her chest. She's 
wearing a long sleeve jacket and I'm sweating here with only a tee on? It must be at least ninety eight degrees 
in here! What's wrong with this picture? 

"Are you cold?" 

"Just a bit chilly, plus | hate to feel spider webs on my skin, you know how much | love those freaks of 
nature." She turned to me and smiled. | was about to start a lecture about the role of arachnids in the fauna 
when | noted the fade dark circles under Angel's eyes and my concerns grew even more. 

"Angel are you feeling okay?" Something's wrong, no one can be chilly in this heat. 


‘lm fine.. Max, how much longer to the city?" 


"In four hours or so we should reach the main road, | think it would be safe to say from there about eight- 


rine hours but it will be easier walking along the road.. we can rest a bit now.." 
"No, no resting, the sooner we get to the city the better." She opened her bottle of water and finished it. 


Wait.. this is her second one, we refilled those just recently and | only drank half of my first one. She put the 
empty bottle back into her bag and | saw her wince when the handle of the bag hit her right arm. 


"You sure, you okay?" 

"lim fine, keep going.” 

When sunrise highlighted the sky with pinks and blues we stepped into the older part of the forest with many 

broken trees and thick vines that were covering almost everything. Angel slowed down even more and | started 
watching her closer. Something was obviously wrong. She was having trouble getting over the fallen trees and 


kept catching in the vines. 


"We should stop, the road is just three hours from here. Come on, we both need some rest." | turned to her 


determined to make her stop. 
"No.. keep going." She was breathing heavy and | noticed how pale she was when she passed by me. 


| turned to follow her when she tripped over the tree branch. She gripped the nearby tree trunk and tried to 
hold on, but her foot slid on the ground and she cursed, sliding and falling flat on her back. 


"Fuck!" 


"Are you okay?" | ran to help her up but when | gripped her right forearm she cried in pain and press her 
arm to her chest, rolling to her side. 


"Fuck it hurts!" | saw tears in her eyes. 
"What hurts? Your arm? Did you break it?" | dropped to my knees by her side. 


"No | didn't, we need to keep moving.." She tried to get up once more and | helped her, holding her by the waist. 


(Angel's POV) 


Max's face became blurry and | pull all my strength to stand straight when he helped me up. The forest 


around me moved in a circular motion and | gripped onto his arm. 

"Angel, your hands so hot!" He reached to my forehead and | shivered at the feel of his cold touch. 

"Oh God! You burning up!" 

| can walk.. let's keep going." | barely breathed out, feeling another wave of cold shivers taking over my body. 
"Why didn't you tell me you're sick?" Max held me by my shoulders. 

"Because there is nothing you can do about it.. we need to keep moving." 

"How long have you felt sick?" 


His voice sounded far away, the colors around me got distorted with yellow flickers and then everything went 


black. 


(Max's POV) 


Angel's eyes rolled back and she collapsed into my arms. | carefully lowered her to the ground. | had nothing on 


me that would help, times like this, you wish you had some simple aspirin or something. Shit! l'm not a doctor 


but | know | need to cool off her body fast. Think! 


| quickly put my backpack down and pulled the bottle of water out, pouring it on Angel's face and neck. She 
turned her head to the side, whispering something through her chattering teeth. 


"Angell Come on wake up!" 


"So cold." She opened her eyes, glistening with a fever, for a second and closed them again. Shit! If she passed 
out from the fever, that means her temperature's too high for her brain to handle. | need to cool her off. | 


looked around in the search of anything that could help. 


"Just hang in there.." | opened her jacket and saw a redness on her neck and shoulder. | pulled her sleeve off of 
her right arm, revealing swollen red skin. Shit.. infection. Why didn't | see it before? She must've been hurting 


all this time and never said anything.. Shit, shit, shit.. 


This is bad.. very bad, | need to get her to the hospital fast. In this heat, with a fever.. she won't last long. | 
need to do something.. okay, Max, don't panic, think! 


| took off her jacket and emptied another bottle of water, soaking her tank top. With my knife | cut her jeans, 
turning them into shorts. This should help to drop at least a few degrees. 


Then, | opened her bag, looking for anything important but there was nothing there, just two full and a few 
empty bottles of water. | took the full bottles and | threw the bag aside, then removed all unnecessary items 
from my backpack and secured the rifle to it. 


"Just hang on, we'll get there, please hang on." | picked up Angel's burning body and started my walk. 
Moving through the trees was difficult with the extra weight, but | continued forward. Three or four hours 


later | couldn't make another step. My legs refused to move any further and | dropped to my knees and 


carefully laid Angel on the ground in the shade of the big tree. 


| looked at my last bottle of water, still half full. All others were used to soak Angel's clothes in the last few 


hours. | pulled Angel's jaw down and slowly poured water into her mouth. 

"Come on, drink.. you need to drink." 

She made a few swallowing movements and moaned. | took one sip out of the bottle and emptied the rest on 
her clothes, she gasped and chattered her teeth, shivering. | needed to find some water.. there should be 


something here, a small creek or a spring.. we're both fucked without it. 


| looked around, trying to figure out what to do next. | can dig a hole, hoping to get to the underground water.. 
or walk around and try to find a creek.. let's see, by the looks of the vegetation there is no big water supply 


anywhere close. Digging it is.. not here, big trees have big roots, | need to find a clearing in the forest. 


A distant noise got my attention and | quickly stood up, clearly recognizing sound of an engine. Car! | need a car! 
Think fast! | grabbed my rifle and ran to the direction of the road, jumping over broken branches. When | 
reached the road, | stopped, hiding behind the tree and trying to catch my breath. What if it's our enemy? 


My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. Could be her kidnapper's men.. or worse, the drug dealers.. | can try 
to highjack their car. Crazy idea.. but | need a car if | want to save Angel's life. 


If whoever is in that car has no weapon, | would have the upper hand. What if there is more than one person? 
| can take one out with the dart hoping to cause some panic and get time to reload and take second one down 
What if there is more than two people? Should | shoot from here and surprise them? No, | can't harm an 


innocent person.. what if that tranquilizer is too strong for humans? 


The engine sounded closer and | had no time left to think. | stepped out on the road, raising the rifle in my 
hands in a desperate move. A military style open cab Humvee jumped out from the turn right in front of me 
and | saw tires skid on the ground from a sudden stop just a few inches from my feet. The five guys inside 


stared at me. Shit.. | didn't think that through.. 


"| need your vehicle." My voice sounded dry and hoarse and | felt every word slicing my throat like a sharp 
blades. What the fuck am | doing? They don't exactly look like guys who'll just step out and run in fear. As to 


answer to my demand one of them slowly stood up. 


"Who the fock do you think you are, Rambo?" A late thought entered my mind. | should've shot the driver, 


reloaded, and then step out in the open Too late now.. 


‘lm taking your vehicle." Why do | keep repeating that? The weapon in my hands suddenly felt heavy, I've never 


pointed a gun on a man before.. I'm not sure | can just shoot those strangers.. even with tranquilizes.. 


"Yeah, we heard it the first time, why don't you lower your rifle, tell us who the fuck you are, and why you 
need our wheels, and maybe we can help each other." The guy with long brown hair and an English accent 


stood up in the cabin. 


First, tell me who you all are." | moved my weapon, pointing at them. At least they don't seems to have guns.. 
so they're not the drug dealers or hunters.. they look European.. did | run into some tourists? Nah.. Army 


Humvee.. plus they don't look that scarred.. definitely not tourists. 


"Did you see anyone around here? A woman traveling alone?" The short dark-haired driver raised from his 


seat. 


A woman.. they are looking for Angel.. shit! Must be the men hired by her kidnapper. Too many of them to 
fight off.. think Max, think! 


"| didn't see anyone, why? You lost someone?" | stumbled on the penetrating blue stare and my eyes twitched 
Shit.. | was never good at lying... The tall blond owner of the blue steel stepped out and | followed him with my 


gun. 


‘lm James Hetfield, my wife was kidnapped and brought here, her name is Angel, she escaped that fucker and 


no- 


"Oh thank God! | thought you guys worked for that Chris guy and-" | lowered my rifle with a sigh of relieve, 


before | could finish James jumped to me, crushing my shoulders in his arms. 


"You know her? You saw her? Where is she?" His eyes were piercing me. ls that what she called deep and 
warm blue? 


"| carried her as far as | could.. she is very sick.. | heard the car an-" 
"Where?" James' breath out, stopping me mid-sentence. | saw the other guys jumping out of the Humvee. 
"Follow me.. she's out, burning with fever.. | tried to cool her off but the water is all gone.. and it's hot as Hell 


here." | keep talking, barely keeping up with the five running men, leading them to the big tree where | left 
Angel. 


XXXI. Where The Wild Things Are. 
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(Angel's POV) 


The frozen forest around me stood still and | shivered at the cold wind that was blowing black clouds, chasing 


them across the red sky. Snow covered everything as far as | could see. 


What the hell is this place? Where is Max? What happened? The ground under me moved, sky turned blue, and 
suddenly | found myself standing in the middle of a battle field. 


The sword in my raised hand cried as it sliced across the armored helmet of a Roman soldier. For a second | 
saw his eyes fill with pain before his body slid down and fell at my feet. What am | doing? Why is this so 
familiar? | know this.. somehow | know this. | looked around, lowering my weapon, and my heart sped up when | 
saw an oh-so-dear to me figure. 

James! 

He turned to me with a smile. | ran to him, jumping over the dead bodies, dropped my sword and raising my 
arms, ready to wrap them around my love when my eyes caught movement behind his back. | saw the sharp 
point of an arrow and a face twisted with hate behind it. 

With all my strength | pushed James aside and a sudden sharp pain hit me in the chest. | looked down and saw 
a growing bloody stain in my armor with a feathery fetching on the end of the wooded shaft that was 
embedded deep in my chest. My body felt weak and | fell into James arms. 

"No! Helen, Gods no.. please.. don't leave me! Why?" 

‘| couldn't let them kill you." My mind brought the answer to my lips. 

"Helen... | can't live without youl" James pulled me close to him. 

"The clan is alive, as long as the King is still standing.. I'll wait for you to grow old and then we will meet again. 
in next life, if we can find each other.. now go.. don't let it be a waste.." | breathed out, chocking on my own 
blood. 


"| promise I'll find you! | give you my wordl" James’ face started to fade into the darkness. 


No.. wait. | have to tell him.. 


"You did! We're together, just like you promised!" | whispered into the emptiness. 

The world around me changed once more and now | was standing on the green side of the black mountain. | 
gabbed my chest but the arrow was gone. A low, blood chilling roar made me look up and | felt chills running 
down my spine when | saw a few creatures circling the top of the mountain. One of them dove lower and | saw 
a flame shooting down from its mouth, scorching the ground. Dragons? 

A tumbling sound shook the ground and a few horse-like animals made their way from the side of the 
mountain. When they got closer | gasped, realizing that they weren't horses and weren't animals. Centaurs? 
They're not real.. this is a dream.. thank God. Before | could catch my thoughts they passed me and vanished 
into the forest. 


Wild dream.. | just need to wake up. | pinched myself on the left arm and winced. Shit! If | feel it.. that means.. 


its not a dream.. | felt chills crawling on my spine. Where the hell am |? 


A sudden sound of the drums covered the roars of the dragons, it was coming from the big cave at the foot 


of the mountain. Wait.. | know this... this is.. The prisoner! Me and Barry wrote that.. | know those drums! 

| almost ran towards the sound, but stopped dead on my tracks as soon as | stepped into the cave. In the 
middle of the big hall | saw a very familiar figure of a shirtless drummer with long hair, he was beating on 
the drums filled with liquid fire, splashing burning drops all over his burned, blistering skin. It can't be.. 
"Barry?" My fade whisper sounder like a thunder and the drummer stopped his arms midair, staring at me. 
"Angel? You shouldn't be here." He stood up and | stepped back. Barry is dead.. he overdosed.. 

"Where the hell am |?" 


"You guessed it." He stopped a few feet away from me. 


"| guessed what?" | saw grief in Barry's eyes and chills rushed down my spine. Hell? lm in Hell? Oh.. God.. that 


means l'm.. 
"Am |. dead?" It can't be.. | don't want to bel | cant! Ht cant be true.. 

"Nope, don't you know, Angels don't go to Hell, you belong there.” He smiled, pointing up. 
"You dont know that." lm dead.. oh no.. Barry stepped closer. 


"I know more than you think, trust me. You're.. kind of a visitor.. but it's very dangerous." Loud growl stop him 


mid sentence and he looked at something on the side of the cave. 


"You have to go. Go now! They know you're here.. Run!" 


The wall blistered, turning deep red, then split, bleeding a thick crimson liquid and letting a horrible monster 
crawl through the opening. 


The beast's mouth opened, baring crooked black teeth and his skin raised and bubbled with bloody puss, 
multiple limbs gripped at the ground and surrounding walls with terrifying claws. The stench of sulfur hit my 


nose, making me back against the wall. 
"Angel, run!" Berry's voice drowned in chilling roar of the beast and the fear bolted my feet to the ground. 


The beast turned to me and | saw his face honeycombed with squirming, nauseating, little worm-like creatures, 
his eyes peered at me. | couldn't move in my horror, hypnotized by the eyes of the monster that were living 


fire whirl pools. 


A long tongue twisted to me and slid on my right wrist, leaving a disgusting green substance on my skin. | 
winced in pain, watching my flesh blister and melt all the way to the bone. The pain took over my mind and | 
almost dropped to my knees. | need to.. get out of here.. 


Red fog clouded my vision, covering the beast and | saw him melt, turning into a human shape wrapped in a 


black cape. A slithering laugh was followed by a familiar voice. 


"My little girl, why don't you come closer and give your uncle a kiss." A disgusting smirk twisted uncle Tom's 


face. 


| see you found your true form, you piece of shit." | stared him down, feeling anger washing over me, 


overpowering my fear. 


"Yes, you like it? | love it! My new Master gave me so much power! | can do so much! | was so disappointed 
when | found out that my death counted as an accident. You got off that one. But | never stopped planning, | 
found the perfect puppet, | spent so much time whispering into his ears.. helping him, | knew if he would try to 
rape you, you would kill him. Then you'd be all mine. But.. someone interfered.. want to say hi to my new 


friend?" He opened his cape and | saw a pale figure take shape from the black fog. 
"Angel." Chris stepped out of the shadow. 


"Youl You son of a bitch! It's all your fault! Ill fucking kill youl" | stepped forward but stopped at the sound of 


a low hissing laugh. 
"Too late now, little girl, he's already dead" Tom stopped laughing and continued. 


"| planned it all so well, but that husband of yours had to ruin my work! Oh well, at least my Master got one 
soul damned by the murder." He smiled, baring his teeth and my heart dropped down into my stomach. 


Oh no.. James.. what have you done.. 

Some one got hold of my elbows, whispering in my ear. 

"Angel, you need to come back into your body if you stay here for too long, you'll never find your way back. 
You will be stuck here forever. Run!" Barry pushed me to the opening, | turned to look back and saw two 
figures started to grow, changing shape and coming together in the shape of the fiery beast. 

Barry gripped my hand in his and pulled me along the dark tunnel with a light opening in the distant end. My 
heart started beating fast somewhere in my throat, constricting my breathing, but he didn't let me stop, 
pulling me through the darkness. He pushed me forward and | felt like | was falling through an invisible barrier. 
| turned my head and saw Barry standing on the other side. 

"Barry... I'm sorry.. I." 


It was never your fault. | fucked up my life with drugs. | wanted to quit but it was stronger.. | overdosed on 
purpose. | didn't want to live like that. Now gol" He pressed his hand to the invisible wall. 


"What about you? Come with me!" 
He shook his head and sighed. 


‘I'm here for all eternity.. suicide, you know.. It was nice to see you Angel" He smiled at me and turned to face 


the beast that was closing in on him with a loud roar of frustration. 


Like a black tornado, the monster hit the wall, swallowing Barry's figure and | covered my face when the bright 


flash of an explosion hit the barrier. The shock wave resonated in my head, knocking me unconscious. 


| felt cold and so weak. | couldn't move.. I'm so tired.. | need to sleep. yes.. sleep, rest.. 
"What are we suppose to do now?" A child's voice above me sounded sad. 


"We have to get her going! We have to!" Another voice, a bit different from the first. | felt small hands pulling 


on me. 
"So cold." | breathed out and the words took the rest of my strength. 


"Mom! You can't sleep! Please wake up!" Kat? What is my daughter doing here, and who is the second voice? | 


opened my eyes again and saw two pairs of blue eyes on each side of me. 
"Mom, you have to get up and walk!" One of the little boys looked at me with a worried expression on his face. 


"Mom? Did you just.. call me Mom?" | barely heard my own voice. The twins looked at each other and back at 


me. 
"You are our Mom.. will be.. time is running out.. you have to get back!" | sat up and looked at the boys. 


"Will be? You mean.. the two of you? Oh God!" | felt overwhelming love and pulled them both into my arms, 
ruffling their long hair and kissing their faces. I'll have boys! And both have James' eyes! And my hair! 


Their small bodies started shivering in the cold and | pressed them closer, trying to warm them up. 


"You have go back to your body or we'll die.. all of us." Their voices came as a whisper, fading away, and my 


hands gripped at empty air. 
"Hell no! No one will die today!" | pulled all my strength together and stood up. 


| looked at the frozen forest, realizing | don't remember how to get back I'm lost.. | don't remember where | 


came from.. | don't know which way to go.. Oh God.. 


"Baby, I'm here.. please wake up." James’ voice bounced around the forest, blowing snow in swirls and opening a 
small path. 


(Brook's POV) 
James reached Angel's unconscious body first and dropped on his knees with a sob. 
"Angel..baby..” 


He pulled her into his arms in a tight hug, kissing her face, gliding his hands over her hair. She moved her 
head, rolling it off his shoulder and a weak whisper-like breath escaped her lips. 


"So cold." Her teeth chattered. 
lm here.. I've got you.." | saw tears on his face when he stood up, holding his treasure in his arms. 


"We need to get her to the hospital fast!" | turned and started running back to the road. 


"Icel We have ice in the cooler!" Bruce raced past me. 


When we reached the Humvee, Bruce had already pulled his tee shirt off and was soaking it in the cooler. He 
filled it with ice and wrapped it around his sister's head 


"Drivel" James growled, dropping on the seat, holding Angel on his arms. Before | could reach my place, Lars 
jumped in the drivers seat, grabbing the steering wheel. 


"Everyone hold on! I'm not focking stopping if any of you fall out!" 

| took the seat across from James and griped onto the frame. 

"Hold on sis.. | know how stubborn you are..you can fight this!" Bruce stood on his knees on the floor by his 
sister's head and pulled the cooler closer. He opened two bottles of water and started to pour it on Angel's 
face, head, and chest. 

Steve joined him on the other side, quickly taking her boots off and emptying drinks on her shivering body. 

After all the bottles were open they started scooping hands full of ice, placing it on her. James held Angel's 
body in his hands whispering into her ear, then pulled back, looking at her face. 


"Guys, she's barely breathing! Just dump all the ice on her! Lars! Floor it!" 


The Humvee's engine howled and the whole vehicle jerked, speeding up. | dropped on my knees on the floor of 


the car and helped guys to pick the cooler up, turning it upside down over Angel's body. 
"Baby, I'm here.. please wake up." James swept his wife's hair off her face. 


Angel breathed in deeply and opened her eyes, coming out of her fever haze. She blinked a few times, looking 
at her husband, then sobbed. 


"James." She wrapped her arms around his neck, clinging to his chest. 


‘Ive got you baby.. everything is going to be okay.. I've got you." James pulled her closer, burying his face in 


her neck 
| breathed out in relief, noticing just how tense | was all this time. Thank God.. This is the best moment of my 
job, seeing people reunite with their loved ones, just for this it's worth dealing with the scum of the Earth. | 


smiled, watching James kissing his wife's face, neck, and arms. 


"lim so hot." Angel's head dropped back on James’ arm and once again she drifted into a fever induced 


darkness. 


"No. no.. stay with me.. come on baby.. stay with me.." James pulled Angel's head back to his shoulder. 


‘Its a good sign, if she feel hot, that means her fever is going down" The voice of the man sitting next to me 


sounded dry and | turned to our new friend. 

‘lm detective Brook, you already know James, the guy on the left from him is Bruce, Angel's brother. That's 
Steve and the maniac in drivers seat is Lars." | held onto the top of the cab when the Humvee jumped, taking 
another sharp turn, and bounced on the uneven road. 

"lm Max.. Max Graft." 


"Ray, where the fock is closest hospital?" Lars’ yell covered the roar of the engine. 


"Go to the Embassy, they have their own medical block there, its better than any hospital around here!" | 


screamed back. 


"You better focking call them and get everything ready! And they better have the gate open or I'll focking ram 
through it!" Lars turned the steering wheel, sliding the rear end of the Humvee on the dirt. 


He would, | had no doubt in that. | pulled out my phone and started dialing the Embassy number. 

"This is detective Brook, we coming with a medical emergency, extremely high fever, some kind of infection, get 
everything ready, we will be there in twenty-thirty minutes." | looked ahead to get the bearings and was 
surprised to see that we came out of the jungle and were speeding on the street. Lars was driving like a get 


away driver, chased by the Devil himself, swearing and blowing the horn at every car in our way. 


"Make it ten minutes, and open the gate!" 


XXXII. No More Tears. 


XXXII. No More Tears. 


(Angel's POV) 
"Max we need to keep moving." 
Voices around me.. redness.. so hot. 


Jungle vines pulling on my legs and arms, holding me in place, sharp thorns digging into my flesh, tearing my 


skin off. 

"Let me go.. you're hurting me.. James help me." 

‘lm here baby, you're safe.. no one will hurt you.."dames' arms. I'm safe.. So hot..Voices. 
Darkness. Pain, bright lights. | grip James’ hand.. | need to hold on. 

"Help me.." 

I'm here, I've got you.." Darkness. 

"we need to sedate her." 

"No.. no more drugs.." Gripping tighter to James hand. 


"Baby, they need to cut your wound open.. | don't want you to feel that pain" James face, so close and out of 
focus.. need to reach.. so tired. 


"No, no more drugs.. James.. don't let them." 

Voices. Darkness. 

Flesh burning all the way to the bone, ripping, tearing.. so much pain. | tighten my fingers on James' hand. 
"She is hurting, give her something!" 


"No.. please James no.. don't let." Voices. Pain. Darkness. 


| felt a thumb circling on the inside of my left palm, then soft lips Touched my skin and | smiled, only one 
person in this world does that. My eyes flew open and | sighed. 


"James..." 
"Hi baby, how do you feel?" He leaned to me from the chair by my bed. 


"hm hot 


"Stating the obvious again?" | turned to the sound of the voice of my brother and saw Bruce sitting on the 
other side of the bed. 


"At least now | know l'm not dreaming and l'm not in Limbo anymore, you wouldn't be allowed in there." | smiled 
‘lm not allowed in your dreams? Now l'm hurt" Bruce pouted. 

"God, I'm so glad to see you both! | love you so much! | missed you!" | tried my best to smile, but the lump in 
my throat grew and | felt tears filling my eyes. | sat up, pulling them both on the bed in a tight hug and let 
my emotions run freely. 


"Little sis, don't cry, its over.. don't cry.. you'll make me join you.." Bruce sobbed into my shoulder. 


"You're not allowed to cry.. you don't have all these damn hormones running in your blood." | weeped, unable to 


stop my tears. 
"You scared the shit out of all of us." James broke down in tears, racking his fingers through my hair 
"| didn't mean too." | sobbed 

| heard knocking on the door and saw Steve's head peeking into the room. 

"A cry party? And you guys didn't call us to join?" 

'Stevel” 


‘I'm so happy to see you're okay. You're okay right?" He wrapped his arms around all of us and | saw his eyes 


watering. 


‘lm okay." | whimpered. 


"Hey! Not focking fair!" | saw Lars's face behind James shoulder. 
"Let me in there!" He wiggled his way to me and placed a kiss on my cheek. 


"Last time we cried together was when James got burned. Now we're in the hospital again and here are the 
tears. We have to focking stop this tradition No more hospitals, no more crying.. and | refuse to join in.. and 


you can't focking make me.." He choked on the last words. 
I'll stop. if you all stop, too." | sniffled. 


"Little sis, do you want anything? Anything at all to make you feel better?" Bruce let me go and dried his eyes 


with his sleeve. 


"I do.. | want to hug my baby girl.. and my Mom.. and Adrian.. and Nicko.. and Kirk and Jason.. and everyone 
else..and | want a big steak.. like the size of half the cow.. no, the whole cow.. and ice cream.. and | want to take 


a shower.. and change out of this fucking gown.. ‘coz now it's all wet from you all slobbering on it." | weeped. 


"Okay, I'm on a mission to get the food. There has to be a place in this focking country that sells steaks. What 
kind of ice cream do you want?" Lars got off the bed, rubbing his eyes and pulling his phone out. 


"Vanilla... with chocolate." | sobbed. 


"We'll call Mom in the evening.. time difference, you know, they are sleeping right now. Lars had a fucking press 
conference last night after the doctor said you were out of danger and just need a long sleep, so everyone is 
up to date. Now, me and Steve will go and buy you some clothes and when we come back, no more tears, 


okay?" Bruce kissed me on the forehead and followed Lars, pulling Steve with him to the door. 


"Okay." My body jerked with a hiccup and | reached for the cup on the night stand. | drained it in a few gulps, 
feeling burning in my throat. Orange juice never tasted so unbelievably good! | felt well rested and hungry and 
aside from the throbbing of my tightly bandaged right arm, | felt pretty good. 


When the door behind the guys closed | laid down on my side, pulling James beside me. He wiped my tears and 


peered into my eyes, pulling me closer. 
"Angel, | missed you.. | love you so much.. are you sure you feel better?" His hand slid over my hair. 


‘| miss you too.. | love you.. I'm so happy to finally be in you arms.” | smiled but my teary mood continued 


spilling, overwhelming love. "How long was | out?" | sniffled, wiping my tears with the sheet. 


"You were in and out for two days.. it's about four pm now.the doctors said you were severely dehydrated, 
and your wound infection spread too deep, they cut it open and did something.. like a surgery.. | couldn't watch 
them hurting you.. and you kept saying no drugs but you were moaning in pain.. they said.. that if Max didn't 


carry you and keep you as cool as possible.. and never ran into us on the road.. you would've.. never made it." 


James choked on his words and pressed me to him, kissing my face. 
"| almost didn't." | whispered, pressing him closer and remembering were | was. 


"Angel.. were you serious. when you said something about Limbo?" His eyes met mine and | melted into my 


favorite blue warmth. 

"I was lost in there.. wandered into Hell.. poor Barry.. he saved me from my uncle and that fucker Chris..." 
"He's dead." James eyes turned darker. 

"I know.. James.. please tell me.. you didn’t kill him" My heart skipped, waiting for the answer. 

"| almost did.. Ray stopped me.. a few more seconds and would've." 

| would never want that fate for you." | breathed out. 

"That's what Ray said.. he's a great guy, you'll see when you meet him." 

"| would love to meet him, who is he?" 

"He's a detective." 

"So we have two guys who we owe our happiness to? My Indiana Bears and your detective Ray?" 

"Yep, | don't think we can ever thank them enough." 

| think | know one way to show how grateful we are for their help, | smiled to myself. 

"Wait. what did you call Max? Indiana Bears? It's not enough you called his name when you were out, you gave 
him a nick name, too?" James rose up above me and | smiled pulling him to me and he mumbled, snuggling to 
my neck. "I'm not going to kill him, just cause | owe him your life.. but I'm a little jealous. just a little.. you 


spend three days and nights alone with him.. and he looks like he just stepped out of a playboy magazine page... 


"And all | could think of the entire time with him, was you." | pulled my arm around him and winced when my 
wrist rubbed on his shoulder. 


"Your arm hurt? Please let them give you something for the pain" James worried eyes met mine. 
"lim fine." 


"Baby, | dont want you hurting." 


"Its not bad, really, l'm fine." | smiled and he lowered his face to mine. 


"Do you want anything else? Lars is getting the food, Bruce and Steve are getting the clothes, anything | can 


do?" 

"No... | think that's all.. | feel like | forgot something.. oh.. yeah.. | remember now.. one more thing | want." | 
smiled. "| want you.. Someone told me a long time ago, that this works better than pain medication." | pulled 
him closer and got hold of his lips, he sighed and tightened his arms around me. | melted into the tender kiss, 
feeling the lump in my throat coming back Oh for fuck sake.. damn hormones! | pulled back, trying my best not 
to break down in tears again. 

‘lm sorry.. | can't stop crying." | sobbed. 


"I think they broke you with all those fluids they gave you.. now it's spilling over." James kissed my tears. 


‘I've been strong for so many days.. keeping it together and now it's come unglued and coming out." | 


whispered. 


"Baby. l'm so sorry | didn't find you sooner.. | should've known it was him, but the police said he was clean.. | 


just.. | just wish | was the one to save you." He clung to my shoulder. 


"You did.. when | was lost in Limbo, it was your voice that showed me the path.. | would've never found my 


way back without you..” 

"I love you.. | never want to be without you.. ever." 

"You have no idea just how much | love you.." | pulled him in for a kiss and wrapped my arms around his neck. 
"I do.. you went through a brick wall and walked over a hundred miles through the jungle to get back to me..” 
Our lips locked, caressing each other, and | breathed in with a light moan when his tongue found mine. His 
hands pressed me tighter, gliding over my hair, shoulders, and sides, our kiss heated up and | moved him over 
me, striving for full body contact. My hands ruffled his hair, moving to his back and | bent my leg, pulling it 
over his hip, sliding it over his leg. He growled into my mouth, setting my senses on fire. | felt his groin 
pulsating against my thigh and moved my hands over his hips, pulling him closer. 

"Angel.. you're sure you feel better?" His hands slid to my waist as his lips nibbled on my neck 


"Absolutely." | breathed out, feeling desire taking over my body. 


"Didn't you say something about a shower?" He smiled at me. 


"Are you implying that | stink?" | pushed him back and tried my best to look shocked. 


"No... just want to get you naked.. and | can't think of a better place with a lock on the door." A familiar catty 


smile appeared on his face. 


XXXII. Nothing Else Matters. 


XXXIII. Nothing Else Matters. 


(James' POV) 

After | washed my wife's hair, making sure that the bandage on her right arm didn't get wet, | carefully 
lathered soap on her body and she moaned softly when my hands ran over her breasts. Oh God, she is so 
beautiful and | miss her so much! She turned in my arms and | laughed when she rubbed on me, spreading 
foam on my chest. 


"Hey! l'm washing you, not the other way around." 


‘lm helping, see, full body wash cloth works much better.. oohhh.. look it even has a handle." A wicked smile 
played on her lips when she grasped her fingers on my cock. 


"Mnnn.. lm almost done" | breath out trying to control my urge. 
‘lm all clean now, come on baby.. | want you.." She turned, letting me rinse her with water. 


"I just want to wash everything off.. the jungle, the medications, two weeks of being away from me...” | 
whispered. 


Everything.. him hurting you. | felt a lump raising up in my throat. The words that she cried out in a fever 
haze floated in my head and twisted like a knife in my heart. ‘Let me go.. you're hurting me.. James help me.. 
she called to me for help.. and | wasn't there to protect her. | clenched my teeth and swallowed, turning away, 
but my wife's hands pulled my face back to her and green eyes deepened into mine. 

"James... he-" 

"Angel, don't.. you're here, in my arms.. nothing else matters." | pressed her closer, kissing her face. 

"James, you need to know, he-" She pushed back, gazing into my eyes. 

"Baby. please don't... | can't... l'm not ready to talk about that.. | don't think I'll ever be ready." | lowered my 
eyes, choking on my words. | don't want to know! | don't want to hear it from youl | can't let you tell me that 
he raped you! | can't fucking handle it! | can't.. | turned aside, hiding what was going inside of me from her 


eyes. 


"James, look at me." Angel embraced my face in her hands, turning me to her. "He never touched me. He had 


only one chance, when | was out for two days and he didn't use it. He told me he didn't" 


He kept her out for two days? That son of the bitch! At least she didn't feel him.. Fuck! Ohhh.. | wish Ray 
didn't stop me.. | wish I'd finish that cocksucker when | had a chance. My fists tightened. 


"Angel." | started but she placed her hand on my mouth to silence me. 
"| know he didn't. | woke up wearing the same clothes | had on, when he kidnapped me." 
"| didn't mean to-" | pulled her hand down but she silenced me once more. 


"James, that was not what he wanted, he wanted me to love him back, he was completely crazy and | know he 
didn't touch me. I'm sure he didn't. You know how those tags on my clothes irritate my skin and | always cut 
them off? When | was dressing in the shower, after the gig, | noticed that | had panties with a tag, | tried to 
rip it off, but | couldn't and | had nothing with me to cut it, so | wore them inside out. They were the same 
way, when | woke up. If he'd-" 


| felt a mountain lifting off my shoulders. Oh baby... | pulled her hand away and captured her lips with mine, 
her eager tongue intertwining with mine, making me lose my train of thoughts, diving into the intoxicating and 


passionate kiss. When our lips parted | glided my hands over her wet hair. 
"Angel. I'm sorry.. its just so very painful for me to think that | couldn't protect you..” 


"James, you maybe a Metal God but you're only human" She kissed my lips and moved to my neck with small 


playful bites. 


"| love you more than anything or anyone in this world" | murmured, melting under her touch. 


"Prove it." She pulled me closer and moved her leg over my hip, stroking me and bringing a growl out of my 
chest. | couldn't resist her will and pressed her to the wall, pulling her hips up and tracing kisses down her 


neck. God | missed her.. the smell of her skin, the taste.. the softness. Oh.. my baby.. 

"My Angel.” 

My hunger for her hit it's highest point and | lost myself in feral desire. | slid her onto me and she sighed, 
bending her head back. Oh God.. | missed that.. | tried to control myself, moving slow but my body acted on it's 
own and | dove into her warmth, grasping her skin in my mouth sucking in her silky softness, pushing as deep 


into her as | could 


Charges of pleasure danced through my body, chased by a warm wave of overwhelming love and | moan when 


her hands playfully gripped into my hair. She pulled me back from her neck, gazing into my eyes. 


"Love me." 


She gasped when my hands cupped her breasts and locked her ankles behind my back pushing me closer. | 
pulled back only to drive further in and she arched in my arms in passion. My body reacted with faster 


thrusts, taking over my mind, and she moaned in approval. 

"Oh... yes..." 

She gasped for air with my every push, her full lips parted and her incredible, bewitching green eyes peering 
into mine, our bodies moving in sync. Her lips found mine and | devoured her moans, melting into the intensity 
of my euphoria. | wish | could stay in this moment forever. 

| moved my lips to her neck, trying to muffle my growls and felt her tighten around me. Every cell in my 
body answered, tingling in apprehension of our impending orgasms and | sped up my movements. Soon | felt a 


charge building deep inside of me, pressure pulsated in my veins and my lunges becoming rougher. 


"Oh... James." Angel breathed out, convulsing in my arms, | felt her constrict around my cock and that pushed 


me into my own intense peak. 


Oh... baby." The powerful thrust ended in an explosion deep inside of her body and | pressed her to the wall 
riding my last jerks of aftershocks. 


When my body stopped moving | pulled her to me, steadying my breathing and gliding my hands over her body. 
"Oh. no." | sighed, running my fingers over the indents on her back from the shower Tiles. 


| can't wait to be home.. in our nice, big, soft bed" Angel giggled, gliding her hand on my chest and sending me 


into a shiver. 
"Sorry." | turned her in my arms and kissed her reddened skin. 


"If you start kissing it better, we'll never come out of here, and everyone will be back soon. Last time we did 
the dirty in the hospital, we were lucky enough not to get caught, let's not ruin our perfect record" She bent 
back, pulling me to her and kissing my neck. 


"Hehehe.. at least this time we locked the door." | remembered our little adventure four years ago and smiled. 
Her lips played with my skin and | felt a new wave of hunger slowly rising within me. Mmnn... that was too 


short, | need more. 
"You think we have some time before they return?" | pulled the towel away from her hands and cupped her 
breasts, returning my lips to the back of her neck. | know that spot always drives her crazy. She moaned and 


shuddered in my arms, but before she could answer Lars’ voice called from behind the door. 


"No you don't, food's here! Come on guys! You're still hungry, right?" He giggled. 


"Get lost Lars!" | growled but, it didn't sound very convincing through the smile that was playing on my lips. 
"Oh, come on! The focking food is getting cold.. plus, | know you're done.." Another giggle from behind the door. 


‘Lars you're such a perv! I'll forgive you only if you got me a big steak" Angel laughed, pulling my tee shirt on 


and wrapping the towel on her waist: 
"Your steak is the size of a focking buffalo aaaand | got you ice cream!" 

"Ahhhh.. Lars, | love youl" Angel's eyes widened and she swallowed 

"| have to kill you now, Ulrich, | hope you know that" | tried my best to sound angry. 


"What the fock ever, just don't focking tell me you love me, ‘coz! got you some food too.. and the ice cream.. 


and some oysters.. hehehe." Lars cackled. 


(Angel's POV) 


"Fist decent meal in four days!" | finished my food and dropped back on the bed feeling very satisfied, with 
everything. 


"What? Did Max starve you or what?" James joined me by my side, pulling me into his arms. 

"He only had canned beans and picked some fruits on the way." | murmured. 

"Oh no! Poor baby, you hate beans!" James started kissing my shoulder, moving his lips to my neck. 

"Now, | hate them even more." | purred at his kisses, melting into tender-mushy feeling of happiness and 
smiled, watching Lars rolling his eyes. A loud knock on the door was followed by smiling faces of Bruce and 
Steve. 

"Okay, just don't fucking kill us, we got you what we could” Bruce handed me a plastic bag. 

"That doesn't sound very promising. What did you get?" | crooked my eye brow at his smiling face. 

"Just go and change. You'll see.. and for the record, its your fault that you've got legs up to your neck, we 
couldn't find any pants that were long enough, so." Bruce tried to keep a straight face. | grabbed my boots and 


gave my brother a suspicious look on my way to the bathroom. | knew him. That smile meant trouble. 


Once | locked the door | opened the bag and looked inside. The very first thing | pulled out was a pink cropped 


tank top with a glittery butterfly on the front. Oh no, they didn't... | put the top on the sink and with fading 
hope pulled out the next garment. 


"Um.. we ask one girl to help and she got this together." Steve said from behind the door. 


"Was that, helper of yours, standing on the corner, asked if you want to have some fan for fifty bucks, by 


any chance?" | unfolded the jeans fabric and stared in disbelief at the very, very short shorts in my hands. 


"No, she was working in the store.. | think. So does everything fit? It's taking too long! Come on out!" Steve 
shouted. 


"No fucking way in fucking Helll | think Fl stay in James’ shirt 

"Oh, come onl It can't be that bad!" | heard Bruce giggling. 

"Did you guys find a local Whores R Us or Whoreville central?" 

"Ht was that or a dress and | know you hate dresses." Bruce stated from the room. 

"And you guys forgot something." | looked at the empty bag in front of me. 

'Like what?" Bruce's voice sounded muffled. | could just see him laughing! You little bastard! 
‘Like um... what you wear under this.” 

"| dont think you suppose to wear a bra under the tank top" Bruce giggled. 

"| suppose you don't have to wear panties ether?" | sigh. 

"Oops.. | knew we missed something!" Steve sounded very amused. 


| sighed again, dropping the towel off my waist. Okay, | guess it's better than a hospital gown. | pulled my 


husband's shirt off and put my new attire on, turning and daring to look at myself in the mirror. 

"Oh... my... God. | look like a one of your groupies.. fuck! Im not coming out like this” | couldn't help but laugh 
"You want my help?" | heard James voice right at the door. 

"No fucking way! Dor't let him in, he'll never come out from there!" Bruce shouted 

| quickly put James’ shirt back on and it covered the shorts completely. Fuck! Either way, | looked almost naked. 


Ohhh, I'm so going to kill those two! | pulled the shirt off and tried to wrap it around my waist but, it refused 
to co-operate and gave up. Shit! 


"Come out already and let us focking see!" Lars cackled. 
"Okay, but I'll kill the first person who laughs!" | breathed in and pulled the door open. They are so going to 
have fun with this.. 


(James' POV) 


Angel stepped out from the bathroom and | almost chocked on my drink. 

"Oh... Fuck.” 

She had short shorts that were half an inch away from been called Daisy Duke's and her long, stunning legs 
ended with army boots. The pink tank top barely reached the middle of her waist, leaving her stomach open. 
Mmmnnmn... want! 

"Whoa! You look.. um.. different." Steve bit his lip, trying very hard not to laugh. 

"Eighties style babe, focking nice!" Lars’ lips curled into a wide grin 

‘Sorry lil sis.. | didn't know it was that short." Bruce snorted. 

"What did | say about laughing?" She glared at him, trying to sound intimidating. 

| bit my lip, trying not to growl and pulled her to me, suddenly feeling very protective. My arms wrapped 
around her, fighting the strong urge to grab her ass and stopping on the waist band of her shorts. Mmnnn.. A 
sudden knock on the door got everyone's attention 


"Can | come in? Are you decent?" A voice called out. 


"If you can call it decent." Angel sighed, turning in my arms and pressing her back to me. She pulled my arms 


to cross them on her stomach, covering her exposed skin. 


"You look amazing.. just a bit.. too sexy.." | whispered in her ear, trying to sound calm. So sexy.. God, help me.. 


Oh.. how | want to just kick everyone the fuck out and ravish you right here on this bed.. mmmnnn.. 


‘Oh, come on sis, it's really not that bad.. just not your style.. but it looks good on you." Bruce finally stopped 
laughing. 


"I feel so exposed.. damn you Bruce!" She took my shirt and pulled it over her new clothes, covering her shorts 


and suddenly making her look even more naked. The door slowly opened, letting in Ray. As soon as he saw Argel, 


his face lit up with a smile. 


"Misses Hetfield! | can't believe you're the same young woman who battled with death a few days ago. How do 
you feel?" 


"I feel absolutely great! And you are?" 
"Angel, this is detective Brook." | introduced him and she stepped out of my arms, stretching her arm to Ray. 


‘Its a pleasure to meet you detective! And please, call me Angel” My shirt raised up, showing the thin line of 
her shorts and | bit my lip. 


‘Only if you call me Ray. Nice to see you back to normall" He shook her hand, swiftly glancing down her legs. 


Grrr... Down boy, this is all mine! 

"Well, this is not what | normally wear.. thanks to my brother and his accomplice here, | had to steal James’ 
tee." She pulled the shirt down over her legs, glaring at her brother. Bruce snorted and just open his mouth 
to smart off, when another knock on the door came, followed by a voice. 


"Can | come in?" 


"Surel" Lars opened the door with a wicked smile on his face, clearly amused by my struggle to not to kill 
everyone who looked at my wife's legs. The next guest stepped in and Angel's eyes widened. 


"Max! I'm so glad you didn't leave! Thank you! Thank you for everything!" She gasped and darted to Max, 
wrapping her arms around his neck Her lips touched Max's cheek and | felt a small pin of jealousy when his 


arms caught her waist. 


I'm so happy to see you're okay!" He smiled and the small jealousy pin in me grew into a hefty sized nail. He 
does look like a fucking model! And she's hugging and kissing him and his hands are too low on her waist! Grrr! 


As she read my thoughts, she let go of Max and came back into my arms, pulling me with her to sit down on 
the bed. To my relief, she kicked her boots off and covered her legs with a blanket. My arms immediately 
wrapped around her and she smiled, intertwining her fingers with mine and resting her back on my chest. 

'So.. now that everyone is here, tell me what I've missed. | want to know everything.” 

"I thought James already filled you in?" Steve asked with a grin on his face. "Wait.. that didn't come out right.” 


"Shut it, Harris." | snapped back, hiding a catty smile. 


"Oh, for fuck sake! Can't leave you two anywhere alone for one minute!" Bruce rolled his eyes at us and Steve 


shook his head, giggling. 


"Oh, come on! We missed each other." Angel murmured and pressed closer to me. 
"Why do you think we all left so focking quickly, before James kicked us out?" Lars chuckled. 


"Glad to see my patient is feeling better." One of the doctors, who took care of Angel yesterday let himself in 
through the open door. 


"You probably don't remember me, l'm doctor Stevens. So how do you feel Misses Hetfield?" He walked to the 
bed and took Angel's right arm in his hands. 


"Nice to meet you doctor, thank you for everything. Whatever you did, | feel great!" 


"Let me take a look.. the dressing needs to be changed. Why is it all wet?" He sat down by us, unwrapping the 
bandage and carefully inspected the wound. 


"I took a shower.. and | guess we.. | mean, |, wasn't careful." Angel lowered her eyes and pushed an elbow into 


my ribs when | snorted. 
The doctor pushed on the skin around the wound and continued, ignoring our little play. 


"Looks good, | see the swelling is down | was worried, our choice of antibiotics was limited due to your 


pregnancy, but it seems to be working just fine. Any pain or discomfort?" He raised his eyes. 


"No pain, just a bit of itching." Angel answered rubbing her wrist. The doctor's eyes skid over Angel's neck and 
partially exposed shoulder. 


"Hm.. yes, | see.. you have some kind of rash on your neck. lm afraid you may be having an allergic reaction to 
one of the medication, my dear." The doctor pulled the tee shirt off Angel's shoulder and press on one of my 


love bites. 


"Um.. don't worry about those.. it's a.. its nothing." Angel bit her lip, holding her smile back, and | lowered my 
face, hiding my grin. 


"Yeah.. and that..um.. rash is infectious, James has it too." Lars smirked and the multiple snorts filled the room. 


"Maybe it's something you ate? Both of you?" Doctor pushed his glasses with his finger, looking at us with a 


serious expression on his face, so clearly not getting the hints. 
"Mhmm.. like each other.." Bruce answered through the wide smile. 


The doctor moved his eyes to my chest and neck and smiled into his mustache. "Oh.. | see.. hm.. well, in light of 


this.. um.. new information.. | wanted to keep an eye on you for a bit longer but." He cleared his throat. "Seems 


you feel a lot better, so." 

"So, | don't have to stay here?" Angel lit up and squeezed my hand. 

"You still need three more days of antibiotics, preferably intravenous or at least intramuscular. But | guess we 
can do that as an outpatient procedure, after that you can take pills for five more days to make sure the 
infection is gone." The doctor wrapped a fresh bandage on my wife's wrist and stood up. 


"Yay! Wait.. | want to fly home as soon as possible, can | do that?" 


If someone can give you a shot every six hours or start an IV every twelve hours, sure! I'll write you a 


prescription and some instructions on wound care, and lets give you another infusion before you leave." 
"Oh, thank youl" Angel moved forward and placed a small peck on Doctor Stevens's cheek. 


"You're most welcome, my dear. One more thing, we need to do an ultrasound to make sure your baby is okay’ 


(Angel's POV) 


After my doctor left, overwhelmed with thank you's and hand shakes from everyone, | turned to James. 
"You have to learn how to do those shots, so we can go home." 


"Fuck nol | can't stick a needle in you! No, no, and hell no! Three days is not so bad, we can stay in the hotel 


and come here for those IV things." He shook his head at my puppy eye expression. 
"James! | want to see my baby girl, please!" 


"| have no idea how to do that, what if | hit some nerve or something? Please don't ask me." He tried his best 
to back out, but | knew with a little persuasion | could make it happen. 


‘Ooooh, let me do it! | have no problem sticking you with a needles!" Bruce grinned at me, rubbing his hands 
together. 


"Yeah, right, you're not coming anywhere near me with a needle! I'll just do it myself, can't be all that difficult. 
Now, how fast can you guys get the plane ready?" 


“Shouldn't take that long, I'll call the pilot right now and find out." Lars stood up, pulling his phone out. 


"Boys, give us a minute before doc comes back with ultrasound, will you?" | held James’ hand and felt my 
heart speeding up. The guys cleared the room and | took a deep breath. | hope he liked surprises.. 


"Is everything okay?" James face turned worried. Here it goes.. please don't think I'm crazy.. 


| met someone else in between the worlds.. James.. what do you think about getting two sons?" | saw his eyes 
widen as he breathed out. 


"Two? Sons? You mean.. twins.. you sure?!" He almost jumped up. 
‘I'm sure.. I've met them.. | don't want you to think I'm crazy.." | whispered. 


"Oh Angel! Baby!" He gasped my face in his hands. "I love you! | love you so much! Wow! Two boys!" 


XXXIV. We Will Rock You. 


XXXIV. We Will Rock You. 


(Angel's POV) 


James and | were practically glowing after the ultrasound confirmed that our babies, both of them, were just 
fine. | asked him not to say anything to the rest of the guys, keeping this just between two of us for now. 
When the guys came back with the news, that our plane was ready. James bit his lip and | could see him 
barely holding our secret back 


They brought James one of his shirts, since | refused to go around looking like an eighties teenager. It took 
some time to finish the infusion of antibiotics and get the instruction on how to do the shots. | had to give 
myself one in midair and one on arrival, my Mom could help me at home, so the only one | was worried about 


was the one on the plane. 


| watched James’ face turning pale when he saw the size of the needle | had to use for my shots and it 
became clear to me that he would be no help. Bruce snorted when nurse said it had to be injected in my butt 
and offered his help again | told him what exactly he could use his hands for, bringing a blush to the nurse's 


face, and he finally left me alone. 


Lars and Steve spent the last two hours on the phone calling all our closest friends and had already started to 
plan my welcome home party. It was decided that we would fly to London first, the city with less annoying and 
invasive media. Ray got his orders to brief Scotland Yard and Interpol on the case, so he would stay a few 
days in UK. Lars would take Max to the US. using our jet and send it back to pick us up, after | finished my 
shots. Giving me three days to enjoy peaceful and quiet time with my family. 


In a few hours we were finally on board our Hawker or Focker, as Lars renamed it when we bought it, due to 
its primary use. Me and James took over the couch, he simply refused to let me out of his arms and | gladly 
agreed to sit on his lap, wrapping my arm around him and resting my head on his chest. Lars joined Max on 


the chairs from opposite side from us on the left, with Steve and Ray on the right. 

| breathed in the so dear to me smell of James’ body and he pressed me to him, kissing my head. | sighed, 
tilting my face up, and his lips found mine, pulling me into a tender kiss. His hand moved on my side, stopping at 
the edge of my shorts and | smiled, feeling him fight the urge to slide it lower. 


"Angel, stop kissing before you turn James all feral. We're all dying to hear your part of the story!" Bruce 
returned from the pilot's cabin and rudely dropped on the couch by my feet. 


| pulled away form my husband's lips and turned, facing five pairs of eyes set on us, and laughed. 


"Okay, | guess we can't kiss with all of you watching us anyway. Plus, | want to hear everything that happened, 
including Max's story from the point of me passing out.” 


"Start at the beginning, from the point when you called me." James voice sounded a bit raspy and it made me 


smile. Can't wait to be alone... 


| started my story and James' arms tightened around me when | got to the part of waking up in the bed, 
unable to move. | made it clear to everyone that the dickhead never touched me, to cut off all future 
awkward questions. | told them how | came up with my escape plan and how | worked my way out of my 


prison. 


Then Ray took over with a story about his investigation, | sighed when | heard what he had to put James 
through, when the police found a dead body with my locket, and | squeezed my husband's hand, barely holding 
my tears back My poor baby, | can't imagine how he must've felt. 


Ray continued, explaining how it all came together and pointed to the one person who James was blaming in the 
first place. | told them how | escaped, my first night alone in the jungle and how | met my Indiana Bears, then 
how we traveled for two nights through the forest. Ray moved on to the arrest and | thanked him for 
stopping James from killing the psycho-kidnapper. Lars took over telling how they looked for me at the 
Bentley's factory and | laughed. 


"Guys, how many cars did you kill?" 
"Three dead and two left heavily wounded" Bruce grinned. 


"From what | know it was supposed to be a focking anniversary release of forty two Continentals, guess they 


only have thirty seven now.fockers." Lars giggled. 


Bruce moved on to the part when they found Chris' house. The possible fate of my guards made me sad, 
those men didn't do anything bad to me and | felt sorry for them. We all put our times together and realized 
that the helicopter that chased me and Max into the bat cave was the one they took flying to the house. If 


we'd only known... 


Max took over and | almost jumped to thank him again when | heard that he carried me for hours. | knew he 
didn't have much water left and he must've gotten really dehydrated wasting all that we had to keep me cool. 
Then we all laughed when he got to the part where he tried to highjack the Humvee with a tranquilizer rifle. 


Then Steve continued with the part about driving me to the hospital and | told them about my time in Limbo, 


leaving out only the part about meeting my twins. 


Lars told me about the one hell of a days and nights they had in the hospital. How the nurses tried to kick 
them out and they refused to leave my side. How the doctors finally gave up, letting Bruce and James stay 


with me with the agreement that Lars and Steve would at least move to the corridor. | teared up again and 


James wrapped his arms around me. 


"Well, Misses Hetfield. Angel, I've got all | need for now. If you don't mind writing it down later, and please, take 
your time. We have no one to press charges against, since the kidnapper is dead. | don't know if the Barnato 
family decided to press charges for the demolished cars yet.. | highly doubt that they will. | imagine they 
would want to avoid publicity on everything that happen at all costs." 


(Max's POV) 


My new friends didn't even want to hear about me taking a regular plane and | had no choice but to agree to 
get a ride with them. | had no more business left in Cambodia, the local government was not going to do 

anything about the hunters anyway. | needed to send a copy of my video to the IUBS, then just wait til they 
reviewed it and officially recognized the new unknown species of bear. Then the real work will start, but until 


then | had absolutely nothing to do. 


I've never been on a private jet before and was surprised at how comfortable it was inside. To be honest, I've 
never even flew first class before, so this was very exiting. The cabin looked more like a small living room with 
a couch and one seat by it on one side and double chairs on the opposite side, turned to face a small coffee 
table in the middle. Sitting with my back to the nose of the plane was a bit awkward, but | soon forgot all 
about it, melting into the unbelievably soft and comfortable chair. 


Ray was busy writing something in his notebook. Steve and Bruce were talking about plans, how and when 
they'll continue their tour, which had been postponed due to Angel's disappearance. | looked at James and Angel 
and couldn't help but smile. In the three days that we spend together in the jungle, | never saw her that happy. 
They were whispering in each others ears, smiling, and just glowing with love. | hope one day I'll find that.. 


James pulled Angel's hand to his face, kissing every finger, then moved his lips to the inside of her palm. She 
ruffled his hair with her free hand, then slid her fingers down his cheek. He tilted her chin up and took her lips 
with his, intertwining his fingers with hers. His hand moved to her thigh, gliding over bare skin and | lowered 
my eyes, turning away with a shy smile. God, | need a girlfriend! 

(Angel's POV) 

"Okay, | guess it's time for my shot." | pulled out of James’ arms with a sigh. 


"Aaaww.. my poor baby." He kissed my cheek and let me go. 


| opened the bag, reaching for a syringe, stood up and dragged my feet to the restroom with a facial 
expression fitting for the guillotine. | hope | can do this.. that needle is a bit big.. 


| closed the door and pulled my shorts down. Okay, so, first | need the leverage. | prepped my butt on the sink 
for stability and reached back. | can't see! | turned more and my ass slid on the smooth surface. Shit.. how am 
| suppose to do this? | tied it again and again with the same result. Finally | gave up and went back to the 
cabin, dropping onto the couch with a sad face. 

"Was it that painful?" James looked at me with sympathy. 


"I couldn't do it.. | just couldn't reach. | was turning and twisting, like a dog trying to catch it's tail. James, you 
have to help me." | handed him the syringe. 


"Baby | can't, that needle is huge, | can't even think about stabbing you with it!" He shook his head. 


"I have to have that shot and | can't turn enough to see what the fuck l'm doing. Just do it, it'll be fine. Guys, 


turn away!" | lowered one side of my shorts and laid down on his lap with my butt up. 

"Angel." 

"Rub it with alcohol and then just push the needle in, right here. After that, pull the plunger up a bit and then 
push the liquid in There's nothing to it, you can do it." | gripped onto the pillow, closing my eyes. 

( James’ POV) 

"Okay, I'll try." | cleaned the area with a small cotton swab and held the syringe above the skin with my 
shaking hand. Why did this needle have to be so long? Oh God, | don't want to do it! | lowered the syringe and 


stopped a few centimeters above the skin, my arm refused to move further. | pulled all my will together. 


"Ready?" I'm sooo not ready! | have to.. I'm helping her get well.. by hurting her. Fuck! Oh come on, just do it | 
quickly drove the needle in, Angel winced an ‘ouch' and my hand immediately jerked back. Fuck.. 


"Done already?" She turned her head to me. 

"Um. not exactly.. you screamed and.. lm sorry." | stared at the still full syringe in my hand. 

"You just pocked me for nothing?" She almost cried "Okay, it's okay, just try it again" 

"Im sorry, | can't." | shook my head. "Its like a reflex.. it just won't work" 

"Sure, you let him make a pin cushion out of you, but won't let me try. | can do iH" Bruce smirked 
"Fine, you do it. At this point, | don't care" Angel lowered her head on the pillow with a sigh 


‘Its easier and less painful if you grip the muscle and drive the needle between your fingers." Max turned with 


his hand over his eyes. 

‘lm not grabbing my sister's ass! Can | just throw it, like a dart?" Bruce stepped back 

"Wait, Max how do you know that?" Angel picked up her head, 

‘| used to give shots to dogs and cats when | volunteered at the shelter." 

"Why didn't you say that before! Get over here and do it before Bruce starts using my ass for target 
practice." Angel moved on my lap, getting more comfortable. Grrr.. | don't think I'm okay with that, him 
grabbing her ass right in front of me. 


"|. | don't think | should.. dogs are one thing, humans are a whole other species." 


"Well, by the sound of it you're the best qualified here" Bruce laughed. 


(Max's POV) 

After a few minutes of trying to back out of it, | finally give up to Angel's plea and settled on my knees on 
the floor by the couch. | took the syringe in one hand and hovered my other hand over her exposed skin, 
suddenly feeling a bit warm. l'm staring at her ass and its so close.. that doesn't feel right. Dammit! Stop 
thinking about it and concentrate! 

Okay, | can do it. | have to touch her skin, grip it.. skin looks so soft.. | licked my lips, suddenly feeling my 
mouth very dry. Okay, she's my friend, and to help her to get well | have to touch her butt. Just a friend.. a 
hot friend. Stop it! God, | need a girlfriend! | opened the needle and was just about to grip the muscle when 
Lars giggled. 

"Just be careful, James might bite you when you grab his wife's ass." 

| looked up and stumbled at the penetrating blue glare, my hand immediately pulled back. 

"Um.. maybe if you.. you hold it.. and I'll just push the needle in." | felt sweat building up on my forehead. 
"That would be better." James narrowed his eyes at me. "But, if you stab me in my hand, I'll hurt you." 


"Oh for fuck's sake! How long do | have to lay here with all of you staring at me? Lars shut the fuck up, 
James stop being an ass, Max stop being a pussy, come on guys!" Angel snapped at us. 


"Okay, okay! Here, how is that?" James pushed her flesh between his fingers and | carefully moved the swab 
over the skin, making sure that my fingers are not touching it. m sure Lars was just kidding, but.. something 


in James' eyes told me it wasn't that far from the truth. 


"Just hold it like that, here it comes." | pushed needle in, trying to keep my hand from shaking, and carefully 
pushed the medication in. "All done, | hope | didn't hurt you." 


"Thanks Max, you rock" Angel murmured, turning her head with a smile. "That wasn't painful at alll" She stood 
up to fix her shorts, and | found myself staring at her bare thighs, right in front of me. Oh God.. | swallowed 
and lowered my eyes, blushing. 

"Good job!" Steve shouted and patted me on the back, and | quickly returned to my seat. Lars handed me a 
bottle and | gulped it down, trying to calm my nerves and mixed feeling. It's not her.. I'm sure | would get 
aroused if that was some other hot woman. | just needed to get laid, so | stop drooling over very-very happily 
married friends. Now, what's the fastest way to get a girl? Bar. | need to go to a bar and try to find a girl, itll 
take a few days to date.. then | can try and kiss her.. Suddenly the plane dove down and | unconsciously grip at 


the armrests. 


"Just a small air bump, don't worry, Focker is a lot safer than a normal plane, you can relax." Lars smiled at 


me, sipping on his beer. 
"I just don't like flying." | breathed out, releasing my grip. 
| used to be nervous, but then | discover a great relaxing technique.’ Steve grinned. 


"Like meditation? | heard that some people use it to relax, | never tried it myself, but they say it works great" 
| turned to him and heard Lars snort. 


"Nope, | just | became a member of the Mile High Club." Steve winked at me. 
"What's the Mile High Club? Some private club for people with a fear of heights?" | asked 


Lars choked on his beer and started coughing. Angel and James stopped kissing and turned my way, smiling. 
Steve and Bruce looked at me with amused faces. Ray pick up his head from his notebook and smirked. 


(Angel's POV) 


"What are you, focking four? You're a grown man and you don't know about the Mile High Club?" Lars’ eyes 


widened. 


"Never heard of it.. | don't fly that often." Max looked a bit confused and sounded almost apologetic. Oh my 


God, how could he be so innocent? | mean with his looks, how is it possible he never got corrupted? 


"Ohhh, we have to sign you in, you have to be in that club to hang out with us." Steve laughed. 


"Guys, please go easy on Max." | smiled They won't... | know them.. Sorry Max, but my boys will pervert you, 


you can kiss your pure virgin mind goodbye. 
"Are you in that club, too?" He turned to me. 
"Since nineteen eighty-seven" | smiled and elbowed James when he snorted. 


"Fock, this is soo.. um.. tell you what, Max. Let me make some phone calls. I'll need just a little.. assistance and | 
think I'll be able to sign you in on our way to the US. After that, we'll go and focking celebrate in some other 
clubs that you may have never heard of." Lars pulled his phone out, looking through the numbers with a 


wicked grin on his face. 


When our plane landed, two cars pulled up right to the ladder and | saw three tall blondes in stewardess 
uniforms stepping out from the back seat of one of them. Lars gave me a wink and | hid my smile from Max. 


Hehehe.. the flight to the US. will be unforgettable for you, my Indiana Bears. 


(Max's POV) 


We spent about an hour at the airport bar, waiting for the plane to finish refueling, just talking and drinking, 
and by the time we returned to the plane | felt a bit drunk | just wasn't used to so much alcohol. Lars, on the 
other hand was completely fine, despite having probably downed double what | have had. | navigated my way to 
a seat and dropped in with a sigh, feeling my head spin lightly. | think | need some coffee.. 


As soon as the fasten your seat belts’ lights went off, Lars got up. 

"tm going to the cockpit to make sure the focking pilots know we're going to San Francisco, be back in a few. 
We'll start the sign in to the club process after we reached five thousand and two hundred-eighty feet, that's 
the requirement." His face lit with a grin 

"Okay. do | have to do anything?" My tongue tripped on the words. 

"Yeah... but later." He smirked and vanished behind the cabin door. 

One of the stewardess passed him on the way and walked up to me. Great, | can ask for coffee. | couldn't help 
but slide my eyes over her figure. She was very hot, nicely built, with long blonde hair in a ponytail. Maybe | 
can ask her out? | wonder if it's okay with Angel, | mean, she works for her. Let's have that coffee first, then 


I'll work my confidence up. | swallowed, feeling my mouth dry and she looked at me with the smile. 


"'m Ashley. Are you enjoying your flight?" She bent down to straighten out the disarray of magazines on the 


table. 


"Max. Yes, thank you, I'm enjoying it" My eyes got pulled to her unbelievably welcoming cleavage and | mentally 
snapped at myself. Oh, God, stop that! What is wrong with me? All the alcohol in my blood slowed my mind and 
lowered my intelligence to cave man impulses, that's what's wrong! | pried my eyes away and gripped onto the 


glass in my hand. Really need coffee.. ask her! 


The stewardess moved around the table and walked to the opposite seats, turning her back to me. She brushed 
invisible dust off the top of the chairs and lowered armrests, then she picked up her tight skirt slightly and 
got one knee on the seat, trying to reach something on the back of the chair. | swallowed when | got a glimpse 


of her thigh in the unmistakable fastener of a garter belt on her stockings. Oh.. God.. 


She stretched and bent more, her skirt raised, and a heat wave splashed over my body while | tried my best 
to fight the dirty thoughts that floated in my drunk mind. | need a girlfriend.. fast.. mnnn.. and coffee.. 


She turned, straightening her skirt and the short fitted jacket. Her hands ran over her hips, straightening the 


fabric and | swallowed again when she smiled at me. 
"Do you need another drink?" 
| think | should stop drinking.." Suddenly, the plane dove down and | gripped at the armrests. 


"You don't like flying, do you?" She tilted her head, then, without waiting for my answer, she sat by me and 


placed her hands on my shoulders. "You need to relax. Here, let me help you." 


‘lm okay, l'm relaxed.. you don't have to." She ran her hands to my neck and started small circular motions 
with her thumbs, working my muscles. Her breasts closed up on me and | lost my train of thoughts as my 


body shivered under her touch. She is so.. Her face lit with a beautiful smile. 


"IFs okay.. | don't mind." Her voice lowered to a whisper as her hands slid off my shoulders to my sides. | 
shivered again and gasped when her hands made their way to my chest. The glass in my hand jumped, 
splashing out soda on my shirt. 


"Uh-oh... we have to fix that. Take it off" 


"IFs okay, it will dry off." | tried to plea, but her hands started unbuttoning my shirt and for some reason | 


gave in. 


"You know, it's my job to make you comfortable, and sitting around in a wet shirt is not acceptable." She pulled 


my shirt off and stood up. "I'll be right back." 


It didn't take her long to comeback with a few napkins and she bent to me, wiping my chest. Her cleavage 


danced right in front of my eyes. 


"Here, your shirt will be dry soon, in the meanwhile, let me try to relax you a bit more.. you seem very 


tense." 


Without warning she slid her wrap around skirt up and sat on my lap, facing me, and her hands started to rub 
my shoulders. | held my breath, battling my body's respond to her closeness, but it betrayed me as | felt her 


legs pressing to mine. Oh God.. is she.. coming on to me? 


"You're a very good looking guy.. beautiful eyes.. very soft skin.. very nicely built." Suddenly, the plane tilted, 


raising it's front up and she gripped onto my shoulders laughing. 


"I think Lars is at the helm, he loves to do that.. you better hold me so | don't fall back." Her hands moved 
mine to her hips, pressing them as she moved forward on my lap. | tried to get a grip and command my body 


to stop responding to her movements. 


"The massage works wonders, you know, it takes all the stress off and improves circulation.” She worked her 
fingers over my shoulders and arms. The only circulation that her massage was improving was the one to my 
groin As for the stress, | have never been so stressed as | was now. | didn't know what to do. | closed my 


eyes and bit my lip, desperately combating my growing bulge and praying for her not to feel my excited state. 


Her touch changed, and her hands softly glided over my shoulders to my chest and lower to my stomach. Her 
face lowered to my shoulder and | felt her lips on my neck. Heat splashed down my groin and | pulled her 
closer, feeling the last drop of my conscious mind drowning in primal urge. My hands moved to her back, my 
lips melted into the softness of her breasts. | had no idea when she undid her jacket buttons, but at this point 
| didn't really cared. 


She moaned in approval and rubber her pelvis on my lap, her hands were off opening my belt and in no time 
they found their way to my erection. | moaned and pushed up. Oh.. God.. this is not happening.. | have to stop. 


this is wrong.. Lars will come back any minute. That thought cooled me down a bit and | pulled away. 


"We can't.. | mean.. Lars.. someone will see.." | breathed out, shaking with desire. I've never had sex in the public 


place, I've never even tried to get anyone in my bed on the first date.. this is so wrong.. | just met her.. 


"Trust me, he won't come back.. | asked him not to.. come on.. | know you want me.. | want you too.. just give 
in to the impulse.." She blew feverish words against my neck, pulling her jacket off and taking her skirt off 
with one swift move. When | saw her wearing just a garter belt, stockings and small panties my body jerked 


with craving. 
| want to feel your lips on my tits." Her hands pulled mine to her breasts, encouraging me to caress her, and 
she bent back, pulling my face to her and gasped at my lips around her hardened nipple. Oh.. my.. am | 


dreaming? 


She continued to grind against my hardness, driving me absolutely insane with lust. An animal need to posses 


her pulsated in my veins and | raised up my pelvis, pressing to her groin and moaning. 


She stood up and lowered herself on her knees in front of my shivering body with a seductive smile. Her hands 
pulled my pants down, sliding them together with my briefs. | tried to comprehend what was happening, but my 
mind was off, flooded with sexual urge. Oh yes, | want that.. | need that... oh God this is so wrong! As she read 
my thoughts she whispered. 


"No one is here... just me and you.. no one will come back.. | want to make you scream in pleasure." Her lips 
closed over my flesh and | watched her taking me into her mouth. | pushed in and let her closer between my 


legs. Oh... fuck.. this feels.. so good.. This is so not me.. | would never.. oh God.. 


She worked her mouth on me and | lost all sense of modesty, wanting only one thing. | guided her head with my 
hands and moaned. She sped up, moving up and down on me with consistent rhythm and my mind drowned in 


pleasure. 


"Oh... God.. just like that.. don't stop.." Did | just say that? | could feel my heartbeat quicken, sweat build up on 
my forehead. This is.. oh God, this is bliss, sheer, unadulterated, animal bliss.. | moaned when she let me slide 
deep inside of her with the next thrust, hitting her throat. | felt my climax building deep in my core and my 

flesh hardened, ready to burst. 


"Oh... don't stop.. l'm.. l'm." 


With a clouded mind | watched her reach her hand to the armrest. She flipped it open, pushing a small white 
button in. The very next minute | felt the plane pitch and drop abruptly, the sensation of a free fall 
intertwined with my peak making me explode into a mind numbing orgasm. Gasping for the air and shaking form 


release, | heard myself growl. 


‘Oh dear God!" My body jerked one last time when she sucked the last drops out and | fell back against the 
chair, feeling completely drained.. and satisfied. I've never been with a woman like that.. I've never dared to ask 


someone to do that for me. 


She slowly worked her lips off and smiled at me, then her eyes drifted to something above me and through 
the loud pulse pounding in my head, | heard Lars' voice. 


"Welcome to the Mile High Club! You're officially a focking member!" 


It was my pleasure to sign you in Max" Ashley stood up and dropped on the chair beside me giggling as | 
desperately tried to work my hands to pull my pants up to cover myself. 


"Max, you can relax, nothing | haven't seen before, as for the girls.. they don't focking mind either.” Lars 
dropped on the seat across from me with a wide smile and pulled two other women by his side. "Great job 
Ashley, | focking knew you could take him to stiff city fast. Max, meet the girls. You already got to know 
Ashley, this is Petra and Suzy. Playmates from the best escort agency in London" 


“Agency? You mean. they are." | whispered, trying to catch my spinning mind. 


"Yep, they're amazing at what they do and at our service for two days. Now tell me, have you ever been with 
two girls at once?" The grin on his face grew wider and he pulled one of the women into his lap. "How about 
watching and focking joining in? Any wild fantasies? The girls here do it all. H's my kind of thanks for saving my 


best friend's wife's life." 


XXXV. Welcome Home. 


XXXV. Welcome Home. 


(James' POV) 

The long first day of hugs, tears, and the joy of having Angel back home was over and she took Kat to her 
room to tuck her in. | walked Bruce, Nikko, Adrian, and Steve to their cars and returned to the house. Emily 
was cleaning empty glasses off the coffee table and | joined her. 

"I can't believe she's home.." She stopped and sat down on the chair, wiping the tears from her eyes. 


"Mom, it's over.. don't cry.. " 


"All this time | couldn't get this horrible picture from many years ago out of my head.. | don't know if Angel 


ever Told you what happened to her when she was thirteen." 

"She did" | felt my teeth clench. 

"When | saw her at the hospital, all broken. with a tube down her throat.. swollen, bruised, unrecognizable 
face.. | sent her into the arms of that animal.. When she got better, and her jaw healed enough for her to 
speak.. all those police questions started. She was a minor and | had to be present when they questioned her, | 
had to hear it all.. it was a nightmare. You have no idea how bad you feel when you know it's your fault.. It's a 
horrible feeling.. | thought she would never forgive me.." Emily lowered her face into her hands with a sob. 


"Mom, she never blamed you for that. | know, she told me" | sat by her and embraced her shoulders. 


"James.. thank you for lying to me about the pendant.. | wouldn't have lived through that.” 


(Angel's POV) 
| tucked Kat's blanket around her body and laid by her side. My baby girl, how much | love you. 


‘Mom, l'm so happy you're home." She snuggled to me and | embraced her in my arms, pulling her closer and 
kissing her head. 


"l'm happy, too." 


"Can you stay with me till | fall asleep?" 

"Sure baby." 

"Can you tell me a story?" 

"What kind of story?" 

“About an evil dragon stealing a princess." 

"Okay. Let's see.. the Prince and the Princess loved each other very much, they had a beautiful baby girl and 
were very happy. But the evil dragon envied their happiness and wanted the Princess for himself. He waited 
until she was far away from the castle and the Prince, and stole her." 

"Why didn't the princess kick his ass?" 

"Uh, baby girl.. don't say that word. Those are adult words, you can't use them until you're all grown up." 
"Kay, so why didn't she beat him up?" 

"He sneaked up on her, that evil piece of.. evil dragon. She tried to free herself from his grip, but he used a 
poison on her, that made her fall asleep. He drove her to the airport, got on the plane and flew her far away 
to a different country.” 


"Why on a plane? He's a dragon, he can fly." 


"Well, he was so full of shh.tuff.. evil stuff, jealousy, envy, hatred, all those bad things in him made him very 
heavy and he couldn't fly." | smiled and Kat laughed. 


"You almost said the S word." 
‘lm sorry.. | try to use a good words around you.. it just slips out sometimes." 


Is okay, Dad uses those words too, and Uncle Bruce, and Uncle Steve, and Uncle Lars, all my uncles. | know 
that l'm not supposed to say those." 


"You're so smart. They're not bad words, they just sound wrong coming from a child.” 
‘| won't repeat them." 
"Good. So, where was |? Right, when the Princess woke up, she was in a tall tower in the middle of a big forest, 


far away from her family. She was locked up, with guards at the door. The windows were locked too, she had 
no way of escaping. The Prince found out that she was missing and started looking for her. He got all his 


friends to help him, but they didn't know where to look" 
"Because the dragon was so sneaky?" 


"Yes, he was. He pretended he didn't have her and fooled everyone for many days. The Prince was heart 
broken, he didn't know what to do, he loved her so much." 


"Was he crying like Dad? | heard him cry at night when you were missing." 

"Yes, he was.. the Princess was crying too, she wanted to get back to her family. The Prince was sure that 
the dragon had her. So he jumped on a plane with his friends and flew to the dragon's country. He found the 
dragon and started fighting with him." 

"Did the prince have a sword?" 

"No, he didn't needed it, he had fists and he was very angry. But even when the dragon was defeated, he 
refused to tell the Prince where he hid the Princess. So, the Prince and his friends went to the dragon's castle. 
They fought with a few iron beasts that were guarding the doors. Then searched the whole castle, but the 
Princess wasn't there. They didn't know that she had escaped and was traveling in the forest to get back 
home." 

"Princesses usually wait to be rescued" Kat yawned, barely keeping her eyes open 

"Not this one, she couldn't just sit and wait. She wanted to go back to her Prince and her daughter so badly 
she broke the wall and escaped. But she cut her hand and the dragon's poison got into the wound. It was 
making her sick. She fell asleep and traveled to a strange place between worlds.. she was lost there and didn't 
know how to get back. She was standing in a frozen forest, when she heard her Prince's voice calling for her. 
That voice guided her and helped her to find her way back" | brushed my daughter's hair and kissed her head. 
"Mom... did he hurt you?" 

"He hurt me by taking me away from the people | love." 

‘I'm glad that Dad hurt him back. Night, Mom." Her eyes slowly close. 

"Night baby." 


"Mom, he'll never come back, right?" 


"No, he will never bother us again. When you do evil things, you get sent to Hell, and you can never comeback 
from there." | looked at Kat and moved the hair from her face. 


"Sleep my little angel" | felt a very faint movement in my stomach, almost like little butterflies flapping their 


wings and placed my hand over my stomach with a smile. 


"You boys too, sleep." 


(James' POV) 

| walked to Kat's room and looked through the open door. | couldn't help but sigh. Angel was sleeping with her 
arm around Kat, our daughter's little hands holding onto her mother's arm. My girls.. my treasures.. my 
angels. | braced my back on the doorway, watching them sleep. How am | so lucky to have all this? If someone 
would have told me years ago, before | met Angel, that my heart would melt at a sight like this, | would've 
laughed.. 

| walked to the bed and laid down by my wife, clinging to her back My arm wrapped around my girls and | 
propped my head up on the free arm. Kat smiled in her dreams and tightened her hands around mine and her 
mom's arms and | almost teared up with overwhelming love. 

Where would | be without them? Drunk somewhere, with some random woman in my bed. Never knowing this 
happiness, just watching life passing by. She gave me all that. She made me the happiest man in this world. She 
gave me a beautiful baby girl and soon, | will be a father of two boys. | sighed. God, if Angel would have never 
called me out that day, nine years ago.. | would've never known any of this. | lowered my head and kissed my 


wife's shoulder. She moved in her sleep and opened her eyes. 


"Did | fall asleep?" She carefully moved her arm away from Kat and turned to me. “Let's go to our bed. | was 


dreaming about it all those days in the jungle" 

| stood up and picked her up in my arms. 

"James, | can walk" She giggled at me. 

"| want to carry you" 

"Don't hurt your back, with all the triple weight" She smiled and clung to me. 
"You're not heavy.” 


"Yet. Just wait till | balloon into mother-ship size." Her lips smiled against my neck. 


(Angel's POV) 


James carefully lowered me down on the bed and | sighed at the softness of the covers. 


"Oh God.. my bed! How | miss it." | pulled him to me and he laid down by my side. My arms wrapped around his 


shoulders and he moved closer, covering my face with kisses, his whisper blew over my skin. 
"Thank you...” 

"For what?" 

For all this, for my life, for loving me.. for saving me.. for calling me an asshole nine years ago.." 
"Mmmnmn. thank you for pulling me into your room to.. talk." | smiled 

"I was planning to talk, but when | touched you.. | think my mind got electrocuted.” 

"Uh... are you saying you didn't know what you were doing?" 


"Oh no, | knew exactly what | was doing.. for the first time in my life | was letting my heart to lead the way." 


XXXVI. One Wild Night. 


XXXVI. One Wild Night. 


(James' POV) 


Angel's welcome home party coincidentally came on the same day as her celebration of fifteen years in the 
band and it was big, all our friends were here. It was going strong for a good ten hours, pushing way past 
midnight. | looked around, searching for my wife, but couldn't see her anywhere. She probably went to get 
some more snacks. | can't believe that girl, there is a reason we hired catering with waiters! So she can relax 


and there she is in the middle of that, ‘taking care of guests’ crap. Seriously, what the fuck? 

| made my way through the house, stopping to chit-chat with a few old friends and finally got to the kitchen, 
but she wasn't there either. Maybe she got a bit tired? | decided to go upstairs and check the bedroom. | hope 
she feels okay. My worry flew me up to the third floor and | walked to the bedroom door. It was closed and | 
just got my hand on the handle, when | heard Lisa's giggling voice. 

"Angel, wait! Let me take my blouse off first.. Oh fuck, and my bra!" 

Ohh... what's this? Mmmnnhh... sounds kinky! Good thing | didn't just barge in. Hehehe.. 

"So how does this work?" Lisa's voice continued. 


Yes, tell me.. I'm all ears. The grin on my face grew wider. 


"It said ten, fifteen minutes, then rinse and the stain should be gone. Just dig into my closet and pick something 


for now" Angel answered, followed by running water in the bathroom. 


Oh, it's not what you think James. Do | even want to think that? Only if | can be a part of the action! | smiled 
and took my hand off the handle, | turned to walk away but the next thing | heard caught my attention 


"So, while we wait, | want to hear the real story about spending three days and rights with Mister McSteamy. 
| want all the naughty details!" Lisa emphasized the word ‘real. 


| battled with my consciousness about my right to be here and listen and stepped away, but Angel's words 
stopped me dead in my tracks. 


"Oh, so you want the dirty version?" 


| backed into the wall by the door. There is a dirty version? 


"Spill it, m all ears!" | heard Lisa clapping her hands. | felt pins of worry digging into my chest. 

"Where do | start.. at the moment in the cave when | almost climbed on him when | saw a spider.. or after 
that.. when we enjoyed the clear waters of the mountain ponds?" Angel's voice sounded wicked and my heart 
dove down and started beating fast and shallow somewhere in my stomach. No.. 

"You know | will write my next book about your adventures. Of course I'll change the characters, so no one will 
recognize you, so | need more and start at the beginning, when you met that eye candy, including all your dirty 
thoughts." Lisa's voice sounded exited My body shivered with a cold chill and | tightened my fists, waiting for 


my wife's answer. 


‘Oh, Lisa.. you of all people know all my dirty thoughts!" Angel laughed and | slid on the wall, feeling my legs 
suddenly getting weak. Baby.. no. 


"Oh my God, woman! You are impossible! Tell me you didn't” Lisa smirked and | swallowed, pressing my head to 


the wall. Oh, God please say no. 

"| did" Angel's answer made my heart skip, filling my chest with heavy pressure. Oh Angel. how could you? 
Ai 

ies 


"You're are crazy, you know, thinking of your husband when a man like that is protecting you from predators 


in the jungle... like Tarzan. Angel, you know, that's not normal.” Lisa sigh. 
Thinking of her husband? Thinking of me.. oh thank you God! 


"I just don't see other man in that way." Angel's voice sounded so soft and | felt my heart coming back into 


my chest and beating stronger. Oh baby, thank youl 


"He better deserve all your devotion. | can't believe you. But lets hear about the playboy, I'm sure he's a 


normal guy and hit on you!" 
He'd better not. 


"He tried, you know, when we found the ponds and | wanted to wash all that bat shit off. He said he deserved 
some reward for saving me. So, | decided to play with him a bit.." Angel giggled. 


Wait. what? What kind of play? 


"What did you do?" 


Yes, do tell. 


"I started to unbutton my shirt, walking to him and | swear, | thought he would faint when | stopped just 


inches from him.’ Angel's words made me gasp for air. Grrrr'l 

I'm sure all his blood supply left his brain and went into his command center." Lisa snorted. 

"Don't know, | didn't look there." Angel laughed. 

I'm relieved.. 

"Oh come on! Any normal straight woman would look, even a bisexual would!" 

"Too bad, I'm not any of those thing, I'm Jamesexual.” Angel snorted. 

Mnnn.. baby, you have no idea how happy | am to hear that, all though bisexual sound kind of interesting.. 
‘I'm telling you, you're crazy!" Lisa laughed. “But back to the story, so, what happened next?" 

Yes, | want to know what happened next! That will determine Max's fate. 

‘Nothing, | stretched my arms on both sides of him and | think he stopped breathing. | looked straight into his 
eyes and pulled the rifle from the top of the rock behind him. Then, stepped back, holding it in my hands and 
pointing at him. Of course | was joking, but the look on his face was priceless!" Angel giggled. 


Should've shot him.. just a little. Dart in the ass.. 


"Ha-ha! Brilliant! Poor guy.. you clearly underestimate your affect on guys. I'm surprised he didn't jumped you 
after that play of yours.. hehehe." Lisa smirked 


Grrr.. 
"Max's not like that, he is a gentlemen" Angel's voice brought me back to my feet. 


Good, that means | don't have to kill him. She has ho idea how sexy she is, | know that she never uses it! Well, 


only with me.. and itd better stay that way. 


"Mhm... you know what they say, a gentlemen is just a wolf with a lot of patience. I'm sure he had some dirty 
thoughts about you." Lisa giggled. 


Maybe I'll just beat him up a lite.. 


| don't think so, despite his looks, somehow he didn't get corrupted. " 


"Maybe | should go and corrupt him a bit." Lisa snorted. 


‘Oh, leave him alone, he's too innocent for you. You'll just play with him and leave. | don't want you to break his 


heart" 
"Are you calling me a man eater?" Lisa gasped. 
"Well, you kind of are.." 


"Yeah... well, you know, you are a lucky bitch and | envy you so much! You with your James obsession.. you're 


in love with your own husband, you found the One." 
"Liz, | sure you'll find your ‘one and only’ one day." 


"What if | already did? He was my first.. everything.. and he shattered my heart into a million pieces and 


turned me into this heartless bitch.." | heard tears in Lisa's voice. 

Wait, is that the same Lisa | know? Wonder who she's talking about. | should go, this is not right, it's girl talk, 
this is personal. | pushed away from the wall and made my way to the stairs. Jamesexual.. | love that! My lips 
slid into a catty smile. How can | ever doubt her? I'm such an idiot some times.. 

| need to do everything | can to deserve her love. That is it! No more groupies. | know she said she's okay with 


that, but | can't help feeling guilty every time. | always end up slipping into this, just a litte blow job, when l'm 


drunk.. shit. Angel, | promise, I'll be worthy of your devotion From this moment forward, no more extra women. 


(Angel's POV) 


"Oh God, Liz.. why didn't you ever tell me? | thought you were over him! It's been eleven years!" What kind of 


the friend am |? How could | be so blind? 

"How could I? He is always here, smiling with his beautiful smile, flipping his fucking gorgeous hair.. wearing 
those damn tight jeans.." Lisa sighed and fell back on the bed. I'm the worst best friend ever.. all this time | 
didn't see her hurting right in front of me! 

"Does he know?" | sat down by her and swiped my hand on her hair. 


"Nope.. and | never want him to find out” She turned to me. 


"Liz-" | started but she interrupted me. 


"No, just leave it. Pretend | never told you, okay?" 
"Liz." 
"Promise me!" 


"Okay, | promise." For now.. until | get more info out of Steve and have more to work with. By the way.. he was 
watching her all evening today.. then, | saw him sending away on the taxi his, whoever that was, girlfriend 
maybe. But before | could tell Lisa about my observations, she stood up and walked into to the closet. 


"Good, this topic is closed. Now, lets see, | will take this top if you don't mind, and go bra-less. Maybe it wil 
help me get more information from that detective Brook." Lisa laughed, but her blue eyes didn't join her lips. | 
need to talk to Steve.. not today.. but soon If | tell her what | saw today, I'll feed her hope.. | can't do that, 


until | know, what he feels. 
"Ray is married, you know.." 


"And? l'm not going to fuck him, just talk, | promise. I'm staying in your house by the way, Bruce said | can 
catch the flight with them back to London, so.. you got me here for two days." She pinned her long red main 


loosely up and smiled. 
"Good, seems like we need to catch up on a lot of things." 


"Just not talking about Steve." 


"Okay." Two days will give me more time.. 


(Lisa's POV) 

After talking to the detective, | walked out of the house and made my way out to the backyard. The party 
was dying down and many people had already left. | sat down on the garden bench and sipped on my drink. Did | 
just make a huge mistake telling Angel about my deepest secret? She wouldn't betray me.. would she? She 
knew me.. | would never forgive her. | don't know why | let my guard down.. what the fuck? | kept it in for so 


many years... 


Me and Steve parted in a very civilized way, since we didn't wanted to pull our friends in the middle of our 
break up, we decided to stay friends. And it was almost working.. | managed to fool everyone. Did | get softer 
with age? No, don't be silly, you're only thirty-one, well, almost thirty-two. Maybe that talk with Angel made 


me realize | want that, what she has, this love, family.. the One and only.. 


I've been married two times, very short-lived pretend love. My first husband was just a guy who was unlucky 
enough to date me when Steve got married. Second one was the son of a publishing agency head, | just used 
him to get what | needed. Boyfriends came and went. | was always the first to break it up, never feeling guilty.. 


never hurting. Easy come, easy goes. Really, how did | end up been this calculating bitch? What happened to 
me? The memory of a long gone past started to play in my head.. 


Me and Angel met in second grade and quickly become best friends. For the most part of our lives we were 
inseparable. Then we got older, we hung out with her brother and his friends in the garage, listened to the 
music they played and just had fun Then, that horrible thing happened to Angel, and in recovery she met 


another girl with a similar story. Cindy became our friend and the three of us always roamed together. 


Angel's Mom was letting her do pretty much whatever she wanted, probably feeling guilty for what happened 
and her house became our safe haven A place to be free, where parental supervision wasn't a problem. As we 
got older, we often sneaked in alcohol and smoked through the open windows, listening to music and talking 


about anything. 


When | turned fifteen, | noticed that Steve was all grown up and looked absolutely hot. | started to dress more 
revealing, trying to get his attention. But he was five years older than me and just didn't see me that way. 
Another year passed by and | realized that my crush didn't fade away, but got stronger with time, growing 


into first love. 


The boys were renting an old house on the outskirts of London, they found the perfect place with less 
annoying neighbors. Their band was already known in England and just came back from a tour in Europe. Their 


house was always full of people, music, every evening was a party time. 


The three of us often attended those wild parties, sneaking out of Angel's house through the window. We 
weren't afraid that something might happen to us, the boys, even drunk, were keeping their eyes on us, at all 
times. Plus, everyone knew us, so we were more or less safe from drunk assholes with indecent proposals. The 


parties had booze and that's what we were after. 


Fame also brought flocks of girls. They were everywherel Following the band on tour, constantly hanging out in 
the house. Pretty and not so pretty, blondes, brunettes, redheads, they all shared one quality, they were all 
equally easy. Steve was into blonds, or as | called them, free Bs. To my pain, he was always in the company of 
one or two of them. Every time | saw him taking those girls to his bedroom, | was dying inside. | hated those 
whores with all my heart and wanted to be one of them.. just to be wanted by him, noticed by him.. 


One of those parties, that was right before my seventeenth birthday, was a celebration of Angel's permanent 
place in the band as lead guitarist. Cindy wasn't there, she was spending summer at her grandparents. The 
party was bigger than usual and with less attention from the guys, | was drinking a lot more. When | saw a 
barely walking Steve making his way upstairs with two freebies wrapped around his arms, | wanted to scream 


out loud, but thank God | wasn't that drunk... yet. 


| downed a good portion of alcohol trying to extinguish my pain. Later, | saw the girls coming down and a foolish 
plan flourish in my hazed head. | had no doubt that Steve was already passed out and | decided once and for all 


tell him about my love. 


The party was almost over, Angel was leaving with her then boyfriend, that somehow stayed with her, despite 
her brother's and his friends’ warnings to rip his dick off if he tried anything. | told them that | had a ride 


with one of our mutual friends. My parents were in Paris for the weekend and | was absolutely free. 


| waited when the house quieted down, hiding in the garage in one of the cars with plenty of fuel to keep me in 
drunk mode. When only a handful of half passed out guests were left, | sneaked upstairs, carefully opened the 
door into Steve's room, and locked it behind me. Millions of things | wanted to tell him were floating in my mind, 
which, for the moment, was full of drunken bravery. The room was highlighted only by the moonlight and | 


stopped for a minute to adjust my vision. 


When my eyes got used to new light, | looked around. Steve was laying on the bed on his back, the sight of his 
body uncovered and shamelessly naked, brought blood to my face. | lowered my eyes, but couldn't help and look 
back at the object of my desire. He was completely out in a drunk coma, softly snoring and | stepped closer, 
roaming my eyes over his figure. The moon was shining through the open window, highlighting his skin in a 


silvery shimmer. I'd never seen a man absolutely naked before and curiosity took over my shyness. 


At first | was just stepping closer and closer, afraid to wake him up, but soon | got more bold and carefully 
got up on the bed. | laid down by his side and brushed hair off his face, he was deep in his sleep, oblivious to 
the surroundings. My hand carefully slid over his cheek to his chest, he didn't move. | was just laying there, in 
seventh heaven, living out my dream, with my cheek on his bare torso.. just listening his heart beating in his 


chest. 


My hand slowly explored his body, sliding over his warm skin, he wasn't reacting at all and | decided to play out 
my fantasy a bit further. | pulled my clothes off and returned to his side. My body shivered on contact with 
his, but he was still asleep and | continued. | moved closer and pressed my breasts to his chest, shaking with 
an unknown strong urge that rose up from depths of my body. 


| lowered my lips to his face and lay light kisses on his cheeks and lips. My hand reluctantly moved lower on 
his body, and | felt blood pulsating in my temples when it reached to the lower stomach. | hesitated for a 
minute, before carefully wrapping my fingers around his cock. My body shuddered and a soft moan escaped 


my lips. | slid my fingers down and pushed them back up on his manhood, preoccupied with the new experience. 


Suddenly, his arm tightened around me, he growled something and his cock jerked, growing in my hand. His 
demanding mouth covered mine, his hand possessively cupped my breast. In one quick move his body was on 


top of mine, his hands pulling my hips to him, his mouth devouring my lips with hunger. 


| panicked and tried to pull back, but he was holding me pinned under him, caressing my body. | couldn't speak, 
my lips were locked with his. His hand reached to his shaft and | felt him pushing himself between my legs, 
guiding his hardness into me. | pulled back, but he got hold of my hips and pushed in with a moan. Sharp pain 
twisted my body and | winced, pulling away from his lips. 


"No, don't!" Tears rolled down my cheeks. 


He ignored my cry, moving in rough thrusts, growling in the back of his throat. His lips tore into mine with 
another rough kiss. Shivers took over my body, | couldn't hold my urge, giving in to his desire. And for a 
second | forgot about my pain. Unconsciously, | raised myself to let him deeper, feeling a serge of pleasure 


slowly replacing my soreness. My body answered with synchronized movements, matching his rhythm. 


‘Oh, baby.. fuck, you're so tight.. feels so good." A hoarse whisper blew over my face and | drowned in a new 


feeling of pleasure that was rising in my core and spreading over my body with every full length plunge of his 


shaft. 


His hands caressed my breasts, his lips slid to my neck, sucking on my skin. | gasped, feeling a wave of heat 
splashing down in my groin. My body jerked and started to shake in convulsions of overpowering orgasm. | 
couldn't help but to cried out my ecstasy with a loud moan He returned his lips to mine and sped up his 
movements. | felt him grow bigger inside of me and his breathing came out in pulsating gasps, his thrusts 


deepening. 
Oh... fuck.. so tight.. mmmnnn.. baby." He growled into my skin in a low voice. 


| love you ‘Arry.." | panted back, drowning in increasing pleasure. The nick name that | gave him years ago 
shortening his last name, flew from my lips in passion. No one else ever called him that, only me. He froze and 


reached to the night stand. Bright light lit the room and | saw his mortified face above me. 


"Liz? What the fuck? How? Oh.. Shit." He pulled himself off me and stood up on his knees, shaking and breathing 
heavily between my still wide open legs. 


"I'm sorry.. | was just.. | wanted To talk to you.. tell you that l.. and you.. you.. you hate me now, dont you?" | 
pulled my legs to my stomach, turning to the side and covering my face with my hands, shaking with tears. 


'Liz.. how is this. fuck. why are you here?" He peeled my hands off my face and pulled me to him. 


"Because. because, you're so fucking blind! | loved you for years and you never noticed me! | wanted to be 
with you, for you to love me.. and you're always with those whores.. | just wanted to tell you that | love you.. 
| came here.. and when | saw you. l.. | just wanted to feel your skin.. | didn't know you'd wake up.. I'm sorry.. | 
couldn't stop you.. because.. because you wanted me.. but now | know, you hate me.. you can't even finish.. you 
stopped as soon as you knew it was me." | sobbed against his chest, feeling the deep pain of shame and 


rejection tearing up my heart. 


‘Oh God.. Liz.. you stupid, stupid little girl.. | was just waiting for you to grow up.. | wanted to do it right, not 
like this.. | wanted to ask you out.. not just jump you in a drunken haze.. | never wanted to hurt you." | felt his 
lips were shaking as he kissed my face, his hand was brushing my hair. 


"You didn't hurt me.. just at first.. but then, it felt so amazing." | shivered and pulled back, looking into his 
eyes. "I'm not sorry of what happened.. | love you ‘Arry..” 


"Fuck." His eyes stopped on a few drops of blood on the white sheet and he sighed. His eyes returned to mine 
and | saw sorrow in his gaze. “I'm sorry.. God.. | feel like a monster.. you're only sixteen.. Liz.. It shouldn't have 


happened like this.. l'm so sorry.” 


"Don't be.. now you know who you're with.. do you.. do you still want me? Take me." | pulled him back to me, 


sliding my hands on his back, urging him closer. 

‘Liz... don't... Liz." He shivered, trying to pull back. 

‘ll turn seventeen in a week.. it's too late to turn back.. you already made me yours.. now | want you to finish 
what you started." | whispered and his urge took over his mind. His lips found mine once again, and | felt the 
difference, melting into a tender kiss. His hands started softly caressing my skin and | murmured into his 
mouth. 


| want you inside of me.. please.. fuck me.." 


He moaned when | parted my legs to let him in and carefully lowered himself into me. His eyes peered into 


mine and his fingers slid over my lips. 

"No... | won't fuck you.. I'll make love to you..” 

Someone dropped on the bench by my side, snapping me back to reality of the present day. 

'Liz.. l'm so fucking drunk right now.. I'm bloody wasted." Steve's voice giggled into my ear. Oh fuck! | just 
relived our first night in my mind and hearing his voice so close brought my blood rushing to my groin | 
turned, trying to hide my aroused state with a smile. 

"And why did you drink so much?" 

"Coz, l'm fucking alone.." He gazed into my eyes, turning my blood into fire. 


"Where is the freebie you came with?" | tried to shake my desire and smirked at him. 


"Dunno.. who the fuck cares.. just another gold-digger, like my ex.. fuck them all" His head dove down and he 
turned on the bench, lowering his head onto my lap. Oh... fuck.. don't.. that is so not helping right now! 


"You did fuck them all ‘Arry.. keeping it in your pants was never your strong side." You stupid man.. why do | 
still love you? Why? | should hate you for break my heart, for hurting me so much.. and | don't.. that smile 
still makes my heart beat faster. 


"I didn't fuck you.. well.. | did, before | knew you were you.. | never fucked you Liz.. | was making love to you.. 
you always were my only girl.. fuck the others." He moved his head on my lap and kissed my knee. | pulled all 
my will power to stop my hands, gripping into the bench. Ohhhhh! How | want to run my fingers over his 


gorgeous hair, that spread over my legs. Oh. God.. help mel 
"Arry, | think it's time for you to drag your drunken ass to bed, your not sleeping on my lap!" 


"Why not? I'm comfy." He turned and wrapped his arms around my waist. My body shivered under his touch 
and | prayed to God he was too drunk to notice it. 


"Come on.. I'll help you." | pulled him upright and stood up. The longer you stay here, hugging me, the more 
temptation | have to jump your drunk ass. Maybe | should.. just blame it on the booze and pretend not 
remember a thing in the morning.. | miss him so much.. | want him to kiss me.. touch me, the way he did 
before.. No. Stop it! Fighting with my urges, | walked him to the house and opened the patio door. 

"Need some help with that?" James smirked at us. 


"No, I've got it, not the first time.. where is he sleeping?" 


"Yes, where are we sleeping?" Steve snorted and slid his lips to my neck and | barely held a moan, feeling my 


knees suddenly weakened and a charge of heat bounced from my neck to my stomach, setting it on fire. 

"That train left a long time ago, ‘Arry, you're sleeping alone." | tried to laugh it off, chasing dirty thoughts 
away from my mind. Maybe just this once.. No.. | won't. | can't... it will never work. He will never change his wild 
ways.. just one time.. | need it.. | want it.. Elizabeth, stop it! Nol 

"Last door on the left, you sure you got it?" James smiled at me. 


"Yeah, thanks! Night, James!" 


"Okay... l'm sleeping alone.. no one wants me.." Steve sighed and braced himself on my shoulder when | tried to 


open the door. "Will you at least help me undress and tuck me in?" 
"Not going to happen. l'm not your mother." | helped him inside the room. 


"Mh... no one loves me.. not even you.. | guess | deserve that." | let him go and he plunged into the bed covers, 
face down. Oh.. fuck. | can't just leave him like this... shit.. 


"Fuck, ‘Arry.." | pulled his shoes off and turned him to his back. | hesitated for a second then unbuckled his 
jeans. Fuck, fuck, fuck! | really shouldn't be doing it right now.. God.. help me.. | want him.. | missed him so 


much! He's drunk.. he will not remember... Stop it! 


| pulled his jeans down and smirked, realizing that | pulled his underwear off with his pants. What is this? Is it 
happening on purpose? Fucking tease! He giggled and tried to pull his shirt off, getting tangled in its long sleeves. 


"Where is the bloody way out of here?" 


Shit." | got on the bed and pulled him out of his shirt. He giggled and gripped to my hips, pulling me closer. | 
lost my balance and fell on top of him. 


"Fuck! ‘Arry stop horsing around! Let me gol" | pushed back, but he held me tight, gazing into my eyes. 
"You have no idea how much | regret that... letting you go.. | should've fought harder for you.. | should've 
begged you to forgive me.. Liz.. | should've never hurt you." His voice didn't sounded that drunk anymore. His 


eyes looked at me with a plea. 


"Wait... you planned this? You pretended to be drunk?" My mind raced with thoughts. How? When? Angel didn't 
have time to talk to him.. did she? She wouldn't.. "Did Angel put you up to this?" 


"Angel? What does she have to do with this?" His voice sounded clearly surprised. 


What the hell? How is it we were both thinking the same.. weird.. not possible weird.. | looked back into his 


eyes, searching for an answer. 
'Liz.. you remember what happened between us on this day, fifteen years ago?" He smiled at me. 


Oh God! That is why | was so sentimental today! | was just thinking of that night.. how didn’t | put the dates 
together? How could | forget? 


'Liz.. | was young and stupid.. | didn't know that | had, until | lost you.. l.. take me back." He whispered and 
brushed his lips lightly against mine, as if he was asking my permission My heart skipped and just as | did 
fifteen years ago, | gave into his will. | slowly parted my lips, melting into the intoxicating kiss that | craved for 


so long. 


His hands pulled me closer and a soft moan escaped from my throat. The last conscious thoughts floated in 


my head, losing their power, drowning in overwhelming desire. No.. | can't let him.. he will never change.. he.. l.. | 


need to.. Oh, ‘Arry.. 


(Angel's POV) 
James' arms wrapped around me and | laughed, playfully pressing my back to him. 
"Let me finish brushing my teeth!" 


‘lm not doing anything." He murmured into my shoulder, pulling my bathrobe off of it and pressed his lips 
against the exposed skin. 


"James..." 


"I'm not!" | felt him smiling against the back of my neck. 


"I have to rinse." | pushed him back with my butt, bending down to the sink and he pressed harder, pulling on 
my hips. 


"Mmmm..." His low growl made me smile and | quickly wiped my face with a towel, in a hurry to turn and melt 
into my husband's arms. His reflection in the mirror got my attention, the half guilty, half happy smile of a 


cat that swallowed the canary. Hm.. what are we hiding? 
"Oh... | know that grin. You know something. Spill." 


"| don't know anything.. there's nothing to spill" He pulled me to the bedroom with him, still holding onto my 
hips and walking behind me. 


"I know you. | want in on the secret!" | stopped right at the edge of the bed, turning in his arms. His blue eyes 


looked at me with an innocent gaze. 


“There's no secret! You're imagining things... He sat down, opened my robe and pulled me closer, kissing my 
stomach. Oh no, you're not getting off that easy! You did something, or know something, and l'm determined to 
find out what it is! 


"Fine. have it your way.. I'll be right back, stay put" | giggled and pulled away from his arms, slowly making my 
way to the closet, a wicked grin on my face. The teasing game works every time, but today | had a new, never 
tried before trick up my sleeve. Something | was planning to try after my tour was over, something that | 


accidentally read in one of my boys magazines. 


"| know there's something and I'll get it out of you one way or another." | slid my bathrobe off and opened the 
big red box that was hiding in the back of my closet. 


"Oh really? What do you have in mind?" | heard his eager voice calling from the bedroom. 


"Just wait." Let's see if | have all | need I've never done this before.. | can't really dominate.. but | can tease. 


My dear husband, prepare to be tortured. Hehehehe.. 


(James' POV) 


| made myself comfortable on the bed, pulling the covers aside, and turning both bedside lamps on. She has 
something on her mind and | can't wait to see what it is. My excitement was building inside of me with every 
minute Angel spent in her closet. My mind ran with images of our previous games. | imagined her stepping out 
in that French maid outfit, or maybe in that lacy white see-through corset, or those clothes she wore as a 


stripper, or maybe something new.. My hand unconsciously ran to my cock, lightly rubbing it and | closed my 
eyes, getting lost in my fantasies. 


"Did | give you permission to start without me?" Angel's voice made me open my eyes and | gasped. 
"Oh... fuck." 


She was standing by the bed in a short, tight black leather dress, the front top of it lacy and barely covering 
her breasts. She had on laced up boots that reached over her knees, and a whip in her hand. As she walked 
closer, the hand-cuffs on her belt jingled and slapped lightly against her hip. Oh.. my fucking God! I'm soooo inl 
Always wanted to tie her up and tease her till she begs me to fuck her.. oh.. yes! | jumped up and slid to the 
side of the bed in front of her. My hands gripped at the leather on her ass as my lips closed in on her breast. 


Let's see how long you can keep your secret" She smirked at me, wrapping the strands of the whip around 


my neck and pulling me closer. 


Wait.. who's teasing whom? She peeled my hands away and pushed me back on the bed, pinning me down with 
her knee. Her roughness whipped my desire into a feral need to rip that front zipper on her dress down, slam 


into her, and claim what's mine.. | rolled her under me in one move and devoured her lips in a rough kiss. 


She pushed me on my back, answering with equal passion and roughly pulling my arms up. She sucked on my 
lip, tugging it with her teeth. | release a growl and her lips softened up, a lustful-loving kiss following as | felt 
myself melting under her tender touch. Cold metal closed around my wrists and a loud click made me open my 
eyes. Before | could comprehend anything, | was powerless to get my hands free from the headboard. She 


distanced herself from my face, a mischievous smile on her lips. 

"Not too tight | hope?" 

‘Oh you little devil.. Are you sure you'll be okay if | break our bed?" 

"| don't think you can break that.. * Her eyes slowly trailed to the wall and her face lit with an innocent smile. | 
turned my head up and saw my hands in hand-cuffs, fastened to the iron rod in the bed-frame. | don't 
remember seeing that before.. did we get a new bed? No.. looks the same. 


"When did we get that?" | pulled on it and the cuffs chewed into my skin 


"| got one of the rods changed before my last tour.. when the dancing pole was installed.. See, no chance in Hell 


you can get yourself free till | let you." She pushed herself up and got on top of me with a victorious smile. 
"Angel. | love you." My grin grew wider in anticipation of what my wicked wife would do next. 


She ran the whip over my chest with a devilish smile on her lips, lowering herself to me. Soft kisses tickled my 


skin, featherlight touches almost nonexistent, but somehow powerful enough to make me moan. | bent under 


her, trying to get more of the contact, but she pulled away and moved over me. | growled with lust and her 
lips returned to me, dancing with playful bites on my stomach, igniting my desire. 


"Mnon.." | breathed out. 


She moved lower and sat up, stopping at my thighs. Her hand slid over her stomach and up to her breasts, 
then slowly pulled the zipper down, making me shiver under her. | held my breath, watching her skin emerge 
from underneath the tight leather agonizingly slow. | swallowed when she let her dress fall behind her, leaving 
her in front of me with only skimpy panties and boots on. She lowered herself to me once more and kissed her 
way from my chest to my neck. Her hands ran over my skin and her breasts set my body on fire, drawing 
lines of tingling heat with hardened nipples. She continue her kiss-bites to my jaw, softly brushing over my 
waiting lips. A feathery kiss was all | was able to get and | moaned my frustration out when she moved to my 


ear. 
"James... I'm going to drive you crazy.. " 
"Mmmn.. can't wait." | moaned with anticipation as she straddled my legs and picked up her whip. 


She ran the handle of the whip over her stomach slowly and moved it closer to her groin He eyes darkened 
with lust and she raised her hips, letting the hard leather tip slide between her legs. The thin fabric scrunched 
under the pressure of the handle and | felt myself shudder. Oh God.. so.. fucking sexy.. She slowly rocked her 
bottom as | pulled on my restrains, watching her play with the whip. She moaned softly and her face lit up in 


pleasure. 


She reached to my quivering cock and in a few strokes she smoothed my dripping precum over my shaft and 
lightly rubbed it on her groin The hand-cuffs clinked against the metal rod when | jerked in response. She slid 
the handle of the whip on my skin, from my neck to my stomach, provoking a series of convolutions, then 
twirled the strands around my cock. The velvet binds tightened when she pulled it up and | moaned out my 


pleasure. She smiled and lowered her face to mine. 


My eager lips got hold of hers and she indulged me with a fiery kiss, pulling on the whip and bringing a growl 
from the depths of my chest. Angel straighten up once more and | held my breath, watching her move the 
whip handle seductively over her breasts, circling it around her nipples, then moved it up on her chest. Her lips 
parted, welcoming the hard leather tip into her mouth and | moaned, watching her suck the handle in. Her face 
flushed, and she watched me squirm under her in a desperate attempt to free my hands. | wanted to become 


that whip handle, to feel her tongue run down my cock, to feel her lips sliding on my skin. 
"Angel.. don't tease me.. please." 


"You want me to do that to you?" Her tongue ran on the side of the handle, flipping on the tip of it. My chest 


erupted with a growl. 


"Oh yes.. please..." 


"How about some fireworks for my party?" She whispered against the leather, pulling a small colorful packet 
from her hand and emptying it into her mouth. The familiar cracking noise increased when she bent down to 
my groin. Before | could put together the look of the package and the sound with my hazed mind | saw her 
pressing her tongue to the tip of my cock and multiple small electrical charges pierced my flesh, running down 
To my groin 


"Oh. fuck.. Angel.. this is sooo..uuh.." My body shuddered in breathtaking pleasure from the small tingling 
explosions of the Pop Rock candy dancing on the tip of my shaft and | pushed my hips up. 


She carefully sucked me deeper, spreading little tingling bliss on my shaft and pulled back up, giggling at my 
struggles to keep her mouth on me. 


"Uh... baby. don't stop.. please. | want more." 


She indulged my plea, sliding all the way to the base and moving slowly, letting me set my pace. My head sunk 
into the pillow and my breathing turned into gasps, all | wanted at this moment was to get my hands over her 
head and push her deeper onto me. She slowly released my balls from the whip ties and | sped up my 
movements, feeling my peak building in me. | lifted my head, watching her face sliding on my cock and when | 
was almost there, she pulled away and smiled at me. 


"| don't want you to come just yet, baby." With those words she stood up on her knees above my chest and 
slowly glided the handle of the whip into herself with a soft moan My heart started pounding in my chest as | 
watched her pleasure herself in front of me. The sight of the dark leather sliding in and out of her, lips 
parted, face flushed, eyes looking at me with lust. | can't... | have to.. | want to touch all that.. | want to make 
her moan.. | want to be that whip! My body shook in need and a low growl escaped from my chest. 


"God.. Angel.. let me... please.." 


"Uh... not yet." She pulled the whip handle out and moved back, brushing her groin on my hardness, and | tried 
my best to bend under her to reach, to touch.. Her body moving above mine, riding that whip, her soft moans, 
the sight of her, nipples hard and erect, her chest heaving. God | want her! | felt the restrains digging into my 
skin 


"Angel. | need to be free.. let me free.." The low growl came out of my chest. | buckled, tugging at my 
restraints. 


"Oh... feels so. good." She closed her eyes, curving her back. Her hand pushed the handle deeper and | lost it. | 
swallowed again and buckled under her, wishing for her to fall on top of me, but she just slid closer, gliding the 
handle deeper with a moan. 


"That is so not fair.. | want to play with you too.. let me.. let me free.. | need to be free.. I'm not joking.. Angel, 
take this shit off of me! Now!" | screamed out, my wrists yanked on the hand-cuffs, and our bed moved, 


jumping under me. | ignored the pain and burning on my skin, pulling harder. She opened her eyes and gazed into 
mine, her lips smiling at me with a seductive smile. She traced her eyes up to my wrists and jumped up with a 


worried expression on her face. 


"Fuck.. hold on baby.. I'm so sorry.. oh shit.. you're bleeding.. fuck!" She quickly found the key and undid my 
hands. As soon as | was free | jumped up, my hands running over her body, throwing her on her hands and 
knees in front of me. With a growl | rammed into her slippery swollen wetness, pushing as deep as | could. My 
mind went blank, keeping the picture of her fucking herself with a whip. | started moving fast and rough, 
feeling her shaking under me with equal urgency, pushing back. Our moans echoed each other, our bodies 


moving in sync, loud breathing almost grunting. 

She pushed away, dropped me on my back, and straddled me, letting me slam her down onto me with force. My 
hands pulled on her hips in an attempt to get deeper. The sight of my wife with her lips in a perfect O of 
pleasure, her riding me in an almost arimal way, her eyes locked with mine, her tits bouncing up and down with 
her movements, her hands clawing on my chest. Nothing in this world was more sexy than that! 

"Mnnnhhh.. fuck yes..." She dug her nails into my skin, pushing me over the edge. | thrust in with a wolf-like 
howl, erupting deep inside of her, and she convulsed and spasm around my cock. Our screams of orgasms came 


in unison and she collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily and covering my face and neck with kisses. 


"Remind me.. to add some kind of padding.. to the hand-cuffs next time." She breathed out and pulled my 
wrists to her lips, kissed the cuts on my skin. "I'm sorry, | didn't think you'd go that crazy...” 


"Fuck the cuts, that was unfuckingbelieveably hot! Now every time we play during our booty-calls I'll think of 
you doing that on the other side of the line.. so fucking hot... mnnnhh..” 


"Um.. | do that.. with my vibrator.. didn't you know that?" She giggled into my skin. 


"| did.. but seeing it.. makes all the difference!" | breathed out. 


"Too bad my plan failed.. | completely forgot to make you tell me your secret.." She looked into my eyes with a 


smile. 
"Moh... | may tell you anyway.” | giggled, pulling her closer. 
‘Ohh... yes!" Her face lit up. 


"I just overheard something you said to Lisa.. well, to be honest... | kind of eavesdropped on your conversation in 


here." | started with a guilty smile and ran my finger over her lips. 
"You're so bad! So what did you hear?" She bit my finger, then lightly brushed her nose against mine. 


"Your sexual orientation.. Jamesexual.. it made my day!" | slid my lips on hers. 


"And when did you start listening? At what part?" She pulled back. 
"Lisa was taking her blouse off.. and.. | thought..." 


"Oh my God! | know exactly what you thought!" She laughed and rubbed her leg against my groin. "You dirty 


man!" 

"Mmnmn.. Then.. she asked about Max.. and your answer made me stay and listen." 

| can't believe you doubted my love for you.." Her lips whispered above mine. 

‘lm sorry." | raised my head, reaching for her mouth, and my hands pulled her closer. 
"You should be! Did you stay long enough to hear Lisa's secret?" She backed up once more. 
"I left soon after you started talking about him.. who was she talking about?" 

"Steve.. and | can't believe | was so blind all this time!" 

"Steve? Oh really? Well." | rolled her under me and smiled. 


"What? You know something else? Tell me!" Angel's eyes widened and she wound her legs around my waist. My 
cock twitched and grew in contact with her groin. Oh yes.. I'm just about ready for more. 


"I saw them going to his bedroom.. he was drunk, he pretended to be drunk, because he wasn't when he was 


looking for her.. did you talk to him?" My lips moved on her neck and | pushed her arms up. 

"No... | had no time.. plus Lisa would kill me if | told him.. You think they're still there, in his room? Ouch." She 
winced when my fingers wrapped around her wrist. Oh shit, the wound.. | pulled back and let her arms go. | 
keep forgetting about it! | sat back. 

"Did you take your pills?" 

"Shit, | forgot to! Fuck, now | have to go downstairs and get them.. " She sat up. 

"You just want to spy on our guests, you dirty-minded devil!" | laughed. 

"I just want to make sure they're back together, that's all.. I'll just check the room we set for her and if it's 
empty.." She crossed her legs at the ankles and dropped her knees on the bed My eyes zeroed in on the thin 


line of hair on her groin. 


"Hehehehe..” 


"What you giggling about?" 


"You look like puss in boots! Mnnn.. pussy in boots.. Cmerel" | pulled her legs apart and gripped at her hips, 
pulling her up to my waiting, fully hardened shaft. 


"James..." 


"We'll go and get your pills and check Lisa's room right after | make you purr in pleasure.. " 


(Angel's POV) 


A light knocking on the door invaded my dreams and | opened my eyes to the fully lit bedroom. What in the 
hell.. A little voice from behind the door called out. 


"Mom, Dad." | looked at the alarm clock and sighed. Nine twenty.. so early! | glanced at James, pulled the covers 
over his body, and put my robe on. 


"Hold on Kitty-Kat, l'm coming." | quickly picked up my boots, whip, and the dress and threw it into the closet. 
Then | shoved the handcuffs under the bed, giving the bedroom one last look-over for evidence of anything 
that our baby wasn't supposed to see, and opened the door. My little girl was still in her pajamas, her eyes 
with traces of tears. "Oh Baby, what happened? Why are you crying?" 


"I just saw a bad dream.. you were gone again.. | saw the dragon take you away." Her voice quivered and she 


wrapped her arms around me. "I got scared.. " 


"C'mere." | pulled my baby girl into my arms and walked back to the bed. | laid down, moving closer to my 
husband, and Kat dove under the covers on my side of the bed. 


"Baby, it was just a dream, he's never coming back. l'm here, sleep." | encircled her in my arms and kissed her 
head. She pressed to me and whispered. 


"Mom, can you sing to me, just a little bit.” 


"Sure, what song?" | smiled. | sang to her from the moment she was born and it was always The Beatles. 
Yesterday, Let it be, Imagine, Strawberry Fields, Fool on The Hill, and Hey Jude were her favorite lullaby’s. | 
remember one time | tied to sing to her Itsy Bitsy Spider, when she was about one, and she stared at me for 
a second and then showed her disapproval in a loud cry. Needless to say, | never went back to the usual 
nursery rhymes. Of course, we did sing the songs from her favorite cartoons, but just for fun. | looked at my 


sweet girl's sad face. | think she needs some of that fun right now. 


"How about this one?" | turned on my side, pressing a finger to my lips in a sign of silence and pointed over my 


shoulder to her sleeping father behind my back as | sang. 
"In the jungle, the mighty jungle, the lion sleeps tonight. In the jungle, the mighty jungle, the lion sleeps tonight." 


| felt James’ hand on my hip, and was about to turn when his face peeked from my side and he joined the song 


with a low chanting voice. 

"Wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh, wimoweh." 
Kitty-Kat laughed and | went into the howling, continuing in high notes over James’ voice. 
"Eeeeee-um-um-a weh! Eeeeee-the liooon is awaaakel" 


"And I'm hungry like the wolf!" James sang back in the melody of Duran Duran and sunk his teeth into my 


shoulder, making all of us break into laughter. 

"Oh no, Mister Lion, don't eat my mommy!" Kat jumped from under the covers and crawled over me, dropping 
on top of the blanket between me and James. When her little hands wrapped around him, | noticed an empty 
pack from the Pop Rock candy stuck to her arm. | reached to pull it off but she saw it too, quickly grabbing it 
with her hand. Shit! 

"Hey, that's not fair! You always tell me not to eat candy in bed and you guys did!" 


"I didn't, your Mom did" James snorted, giving me a wicked smile. 


Mhm.. the lollypop... | bit my lip and James played his eyebrows at me, clearly reading what memory flashed in 
my mind and giggling at my expression, pressing Kat's face to his chest. Oh. you sold me? Fine! 


"My bad, but | promise, it will never happen again" | stuck my tongue out at my husband. His face turned into 
a sad, puppy-eyed expression 


"I think we should let your Mom eat candy any time she wants to, you know, she's carrying your brothers 


there. | let her eat candy when she carried you, what do you say Kitty?" He pleaded. 
"Okay, we'll let her. Mom, when will they come out of you? | want to see them and play with them" 


"They just need to grow a little bit more, and in about six months or so you'll see them. Now, lets sleep just a 


little bit more, okay?" The four hours of sleep that | got was not even close to enough for me.. 


‘lm hungry." Kat turned to me. Crap.. | guess four hour will have to do.. what am | going to do with three 


kids? We'll need a bigger bed, that's for sure.. 


"Okay, I'll go and get some food, | need to get my pills anyway.. never took my evening dose." | glared at James 
and pulled myself up. "So, what do you guys want?" 


"Pancakes!" Both screamed at the same time. Fuck.. All right, our house is full of guests anyway, | guess we're 


done sleeping, I'll just catnap later. 


| stepped into the closet and changed into more presentable clothes, just in case someone was up, slowly exiting 
the bedroom with a sigh and making my way to the kitchen | was just about to pull everything | needed to 
make pancakes out when | heard sounds from the sun-room. At first, | thought it was the small waterfall that 
we had in the middle of it making that noise, but as | walked closer to the dividing wall made of glass bricks, | 


ciear eard a quiet conversation. 
learly heard a quiet t 


"Okay, | told you all about my trip to Australia and New Zealand, now it's you turn, and would you please stop 
leaving all the blanket for me, I'm not cold, so pull your half higher up." | recognized Cindy's voice. 


She's up already? Wonder why.. as long as | remember, she was the same as me, not a morning person. 


"l'm afraid | have no more stories." A male voice answered in half a whisper, and it sounded familiar, but | 
couldn't place who it belonged to. Interesting.. Cindy is up, sounds cheerful, and she's talking to some guy.. hm.. | 
carefully peeked from behind the wall, but all | saw was the furniture. Someone's hand grabbed at the back of 


the couch and another whisper followed 


"My life was a bit boring before Cambodia, there is really nothing else to tell.. unlike you, | never traveled 


much, only in my mind while reading." 
Cambodia? Max? Oh, my God! Cindy and Max?! | barely held my gasp and listened closer. 


"Then you have to have a great imagination!" Oh.. do | hear flirting notes in Cindy's voice? Wow.. | never 


remember her been flirty, she was always the quiet one.. hm.. | felt my lips sliding into a whisked grin. 


"| guess it all started when | read Jules Verne's Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. | was nine.. | just 
imagined all the places they traveled, the wild animals, the submarine... you know, | spent a lot of time in the 
library, often staying over till closing time. Maybe that is why | never got any friends, | was a geek to 
everyone at school, so books became my friends, and a few cats that lived there for mice control became my 
family. Later, | got a job there and started to stay overnight.. my house wasn't a very.. friendly or safe place 
to be.. the library became my save haven, a place to get away from my step-father's constant beating and 
my perpetually drunk mother.. My memory of our house is just that, fear, the smell of alcohol, and bottles 
everywhere.. Maybe that's why it took me till | was twenty-two to try my first beer.." 


Max never told me any of this.. three night and all he ever talked about was animals! It looks like | came in on 


the part of the conversation when people are comfortable enough to open up.. they must've been talking all 


right! 


"Wow.. that's so sad.. | can see you as a scared, lonely little boy.. now | know why your physical appearance 
didn't match your behavior.. | guess out childhood always leaves a permanent mark.. well.. my teen years were 
oh-so-different from yours.. Angel's Mom didn't reinforced strict supervision and we often snuck out of the 
window of her room to hang out with her older brother and his friends. Loud music, lots of people, parties.. 
Let me see, | tried my first beer when | was fourteen, by the time | was sixteen | tried a lot of different 
alcoholic drinks and tried to smoke.. and not just a cigarettes.. yeah, we were a bit wild.." Cindy giggled the last 
words. 


"Really? | kind of pictured you as a good girl.. growing up somewhere in the US, you don't have a British 


accent... 


Oh. Max.. you are so right.. | held my breath, waiting for my friend's answer and after a long pause | heard 


Cindy's quiet voice. 


| was a good girl.. once.. | used to have a twin sister, she was also my best friend.. my only friend. My family 
lived in the upscale part of New York, me and my sister were home schooled, leaving home only to go to 
dancing lessons.. we were isolated with our parents’ strict rules. One day our class was canceled and our driver 
had already left to run some errands, before coming back to wait for us. We decided to go to the cafe across 
the street, feeling so free for the first time.. we were almost thirteen.. something bad happened.. the police 
found us two days later in the woods, my sister was dead, | have no idea how | survived.. as soon as | was 


stable enough to be moved, my family brought me to London, to protect me from the press.. and memories.. 


| didn't talk after the day we were found.. and | don't know what would've happened to me if | hadn't met Angel. 
She just came up to me in the park of the hospital and started talking.. she didn't ask me why | was there, like 
other kids did, she asked me where | got my pretty bracelets, then showed me hers, then asked me if | liked 
music and started to talk about guitars, riffs, and for the first time in six month | forgot about what 
happened to me, | felt normal, like we weren't in the hospital.. and | didn't even noticed when | started to talk 
back. She became my best friend, and later | met Lisa, and three of us were inseparable after that. My 
parents trusted in the advice of the psychiatrist, that my friends became my much needed replacement for 
my lost twin, and let me hang out with them anytime | wanted.” 


Cindy's voice sent my mind to the past, | backed to the kitchen counter and let my memory play out. | never 
wanted to be in that place, fucking psych hospital for sexually abused kids with post-traumatic problems. | 
didn't feel the need to be there, | was putting it all behind me, but my violent outbursts scared my mother 
and she begged me to try it. | barely survived four days there and was planning to run away, but one day | 
came out to the park and saw a pale girl, she was sitting on the bench with her arms tightly wrapped around 
her, I'd never seen her before. There was only nine other kids there, some were younger than me, some older, 


all were there for much longer than me, she was a newbie just like me and looked my age, so | decided to talk 


to her. 


All that everyone ever talked about in there was what happened to us. | was sick and tired of those talks, all | 
wanted was to put it behind me, forget it and go back home to my music. Cindy didn't say anything at first, 


but | just continued blabbering, and soon she answered. We quickly became friends, and made a pact to get out 
of that depressive place. We became very close and even came up with a secret sign language to fool the 
ever-seeing eyes of the medical personnel. We did everything we could, including bribing other kids, to find out 
what someone who has been released home said to the doctors. It took us three weeks to figure out the code 
words to freedom. ‘| know what happened is not my fault, | did nothing to bring this upon me and | will start 


my new life from this point, a clean new path’. A few days later we were free to go home.. 


"Speaking of wild days, its been so long since | spent all night up, | didn't even notice that its a morning 
already! | wonder if anyone is up yet.. Max, how about we find some coffee?" Cindy's voice brought me back to 


the present and | heard Max's answer. 


"Yeah.. coffee would be great. Do you think we should relocate to the kitchen, or | can make some and bring it 


here?" Uh-oh.. I'm about to be caught.. what should | do? 


"Let's move to the kitchen, would feel nice to stretch my legs." Cindy answered and | stepped away from the 
wall. | should pretend | just got here.. yeah, that would be the best move.. or even better, step out and come 
in when they're already here. | went behind the opposite wall, thanking God for open room design, and when | 
heard chairs being pulled out and the water running in the sink, | stepped in. 


‘Oh... morning guys! | didn't know someone was already up. | was sent here to make pancakes, want to join me?" 


"Morning! Sure, pancakes sound great! I'll help you." Cindy gave me a secret look and smiled, mirroring my wide 


grin. 


"Morning, Angel." Max turned and froze for a second with the coffee pot in his hands, then looked down with a 
shy smile and turned back to the coffeemaker. 


| wonder what James promised to do for you to be up this early and oh-my-God cook" Cindy giggled, then 
pointed at Max back with her eyes, sliding two fingers over her lips, giving me our old sign of ‘don't ask 
anything now'. | smiled and scratched my nose with one finger ‘got it’, then tucked my hair behind my right ear 
with my left hand ‘| heard some of it, my fingers slid to my lips, lightly touching lower lip ‘you have to tell me 


more soon’, and | continued out loud with a sigh. 


"James didn't promised anything.. Kat woke us up, she had a nightmare and now both of them are hungry, and 
here | am, ready to slave in the kitchen for my blondes, so not fair. They couldn't pick something easy, like 
cereal.. no, they want the fucking pancakes." | spoke with a deliberately sad tone, watching Cindy play with her 


right earring, ‘I'll tell you when we're alone’. 


"Yeah, but I'm sure you'll get him later. Remember all those ‘James, | want a peach, oh no, maybe red velvet 
cake.. or something salty, no.. an orange and Chinese food'? You used to drive him crazy with those cravings 
while pregnant with Kat! Poor guy was running all over London, looking for all kind of requests. Let me see, 


you're three month now, so he has about three-four months of serenity and then it'll start." Cindy giggled. 


"m grateful for all he did, but he was the one who got me pregnant and | would much rather trade places 
with him and run around town, than have my tastes and moods changing every minute, not to mention the shit 
my body went through." | answered, pulling everything | need for the pancake mix. Okay | guess she's a little bit 
right.. | was horrible.. this pregnancy feels different though, | haven't thrown up, not even once, no passing 


out.. so far just my boobs grew one size bigger, to James' joy. 

"He may have less time of serenity left, ‘coz this time it's double-troub--" 

"Ooohh look, there's people up and they're making breakfast! Morning!" Steve walked in, pulling Lisa behind him. 
Saved by the belll | was about to blabber out my secret! But, oh.. what we have here? My lips slid into a grin, 


Cindy's eye widened and Lisa rolled her eyes, giving us a silent nod. Oh, my God.. they're back together! It's so 
worth it to be up so early, to find out that both of my girls got guys! Yay! 


When the pancakes were ready and my friends started to set up the table, | went upstairs to call James and 
Kat. | walked into the bedroom and sighed. James was softly snoring, laying on his back with Kat sleeping on top 
of the blanket using her father's chest as a pillow. This is just not fair.. | sighed again, made my way to the 
bed, and carefully laid on the other side of James, mirroring my baby's position His arm pulled me closer to 


his face and a whisper blew over my skin 


"Sorry love, she fell asleep on me and | couldn't move to come and get you back to bed. Sleep, if she wakes up, 


Ill watch her, so you can sleep a bit longer." 

"Nah, I'm too exited to sleep now." | smiled and kissed his chest. 

‘Oh... so Steve and Lisa." He murmured and | continued my light kisses up to his neck, whispering. 
"and Max and Cindy." 

"What? Max and Cindy?" James lifted his head, his eyes wide. 


"Yeah, by the looks of it they talked all night in our sun-room.. you know, one of those all night talks." | moved 
my lips to his face. 


"Really? Hehehehe.. | hope he makes his move, if you wait too long after that kind of talk, you drift into the 
friend category.. they're both too shy." He breathed in the smell of my hair. "Mnn.. you smell so good, did you 


really make pancakes?" 


"Yeah, and there are four people up there eating them.." | giggled, knowing what reaction | would get. 


"Four people eating my pancakes?! Grrr..." He moved under the covers and Kat lifted her head, looking at us 


with sleepy eyes. James turned to her. 


"Guess what baby, pancakes are ready, let's go eat before they're all gone!" 


XXXVII. Girls, Girls, Girls... 


XXXVII. Girls, Girls, Girls. 


(Angel's POV) 


In the afternoon, all the boys decided to stretch their legs playing soccer in the back yard, with Mom and Kat 
cheering them on. | took the opportunity to drag Cindy and Lisa to the bedroom, pretending that | needed their 
help with decisions, what clothes to donate. All | wanted was a quiet place to finally hear their stories about 
last night and to reveal my secret about the twins. Holding it in was becoming too much for me to bear. As 


soon as the door to the bedroom closed, | quickly turned, moving my eyes from Cindy to Lisa. 
"Okay, we all have secrets to share." 


"You have a secret too?" Lisa walked to the closet and opened the door, her eyes stopping on the leather dress 
that | kicked in there earlier this morning. "Oh.. this wasn't there last night. What's this? Oh.. leather boots, a 
dress.. and a whip.. rice." She winked at me, picking up the dress and putting it to her body. 


"She has a whip in there, too?" Cindy giggled, making herself comfortable on the floor by the bed. 


‘Sorry, | forgot about that.. Kat came in this morning and | just threw it in there.. just ignore that. That's not 
important right now." | pulled the dress out of Lisa's hands, threw it back in the closet, and closed the door. 


"What the hell did you do to him? Hand cuff him and whip his ass?" | heard Cindy's voice and turned. She was 
twirling the hand cuffs on her finger, her face lit with a wicked grin Oh for fuck's sake.. | rolled my eyes, 
sitting down on the floor by Cindy. 


‘Ohhh... nice! Is that how you keep him behaving?" Lisa smirked. 
"Girls! Stop it! Now, on a serious note. | think we need to revive our old ritual. | call on the Circle of trust." 


Oh... that's right! How long has it been? The last time we did that.. let me see, oh yeah, just before | broke up 


with Steven. Okay, the usual draw? Paper, rock, scissors, the loser goes first?" Lisa joined us on the floor. 


| looked at my friends and couldn't help but wonder if we had lost that trust over so many years. Do we still 
trust each other enough to bare it all? | mean all.. We're not teenagers anymore, and despite us talking to each 
other often, if | learned anything last night, from the talk with Lisa, we're not as close as we used to be. The 
Circle of trust was our monthly ritual, every question asked in that circle had to be answered with the truth, 
no lies, nothing was hidden. Could we still do that? Meanwhile, Lisa gave the count and three hands landed on 
the floor in the middle of the circle, Cindy drew a rock, Lisa got paper, and | had scissors. 


“Shit. that's canceling each other, draw again One, two, three." 
This time Lisa and me both had the upper hand with scissors, Cindy lost with paper. 


"Okay! Cindy.. about Max and you, truth be told" | said the last words that were like a mantra from our 


childhood, and saw Lisa smile in approval. Cindy looked at me, then Lisa, took a breath, and spoke up. 

"Truth be told. | like him.. a lot, and | mean a lot. We started talking during the party, then | went to the sun 
room to enjoy the waterfall, hoping he would follow, and he did.. we started to talk again, didn't notice the 
time." Cindy lowered her eyes. 

"And when did you two end up under one blanket?" | narrowed my eyes at her. 


"They shared a blanket? How do you know, did you spy on them?" Lisa's eyes widened. 


"Truth be told, | came down and overheard part of the conversation | shamelessly eavesdropped from that 


point on. Cindy, stop stalling,” 

"Okay, okay.. he's.. he's so nice and." 

"Hot" Lisa stated with a grin. 

"oh, my God he is.. | mean, those eyes, lips.. hair.” 
"Not mentioning that ass.. soooo nice.” Lisa moaned. 


"Hell yes! Mmmmnn.. that ass is so hot.. and.. hey, no drooling over my guy's ass!" Cindy pulled a small cover 
pillow from the floor and threw it at Lisa 


"Hm. your guy? Ohhh.. Cindy got a stud, | can't believe it! Our little shy girl's all grown up." Lisa caught the 
pillow and giggled. 


"Lisa stop it, let her finish." 


"Truth be told.. | don't know how, but | told him my story." Cindy looked at us, moving her eyes from me to 
Lisa. "Girls, | have no idea how that happened.. it just came out.. | never ever told that to anyone, you two are 
the only people who know.. apart from my parents. | didn’t tell him everything, just. told him that something 
bad happened.. not going into details." 


‘Oh, my God.. Cindy.. you told that to someone you just met? | mean on the first day? You opened up like that.. 


Oh my God.. you trust someone as much as you trust us.. wow" Lisa's eyes widened. 


"Well, from what | heard, he returned the favor. Seriously, three nights with me alone and all he talked about 
was stupid animals. He opened up to you on the first night, ooohhh.. that is soooo.. he's the one for you, and 
he thinks you're the one for him, trust me, | got to know him a bit, he's very private person, just like you. 


Match made in heaven" | smiled. 
"Did you kiss?" Lisa leaned forward, gazing at Cindy. 


"No! He's not like that.. | kind of wish he tried though.. but no, no kissing, nothing juicy.. we just sat on opposite 
sides of the couch sharing the blanket." Cindy sighed. 


"Did your legs touch accidentally on purpose?" | winked at my friend. 


"A liHle.. | moved mine to get comfy and ‘accidentally’ brushed against his.. he didn't pull away, just kind of 
froze.. and l.. | just couldn't move.. it was like a shock, then tingling. God, | sound like a teenager.. | felt like one! | 
can't explain it.. m thirty years old and | feel like a fucking teen." Cindy looked at me. "I think you're right.. | 
never felt that with any other guy.. | could never trust them.. this time it's." 


‘Its the real thing! Oh, my God, Cindy and Max! You fit perfectly! You like wild life, you're a photographer, he 
loves wild life and animals, you belong together!" Lisa almost shouted with excitement and happiness for our 
friend, all | could do was smile. | knew exactly how she felt. You just know when you meet the One. 

"Now, your turn" Cindy smiled. Me and Lisa drew our luck and to my joy, she was the next to go. 


‘Okay... here it goes, it's been awhile.. Truth be told, | slept with Steve last night" She sighed. 


"We got that much from your catty face and his satisfied smirk this morning. Does that mean you two are 


back together?" Cindy asked and | thought that she was behind on all the secrets, she didn’t know.. 


"Truth be told. | never stopped loving him and | gave in yesterday, but.. girls, | don't know.. he asked me to take 


him back, but.. | still remember how much he hurt me." Lisa lowered her eyes. 


"Lisa, he's older now and hopefully wiser, give him another chance." | said those words and | was hoping that it 


was true. He did change, that failure of his marriage.. 


Its easy for you to say, Angel. | saw him with those whores before we got together, | hated them back then 
and that hasn't changed. | don't know how you deal with it.. you just make it look so easy.. how do you do it?" 


Its not that easy." | sighed. Oh girls.. don't go there. So many years | pretended it didn't bother me. Truth be 
told.. it does, every time James is extra sweet after the tour, | can't help but know the reason behind it, but | 
painted myself in a corner and went with it. If you tell yourself something over and over again, you start to 


believe in it.. 


"Angel.. do you mean to say.. that all this ‘| don't see them as a threat, groupies are nothing... all that was a 


lie?" Cindy's hand landed on mine. 


"No, it's not a lie, its a consciousness decision that | made.. l.. | don't let myself think about that, for the sake 


of what we have.. | don't let it bother me, don't let it hurt me." 
"Angel. maybe he's not che--.. not fooling around with groupies." Cindy moved her hand on mine. 


| know for a fact he does.. our tours keep us apart for many months sometimes, | don't expect him to 
observe celibacy for that long.. it kind of comes with the paths we both chose. | made that choice. | couldn't 
become a wife who holds her husbands on a leash, nor could | become a wife that people call a floor mat 
behind her back | deliberately made sure everyone knew that | allow him to have his fun with groupies, and 
that I'm okay with that. It's on my terms, and | don't have to catch ‘you poor thing’ looks. | just figured if | 
make something not forbidden, it would become less desirable. One day, he'll grow up, one day he'll make the 
right decision on his own. All | can do is wait. | am happy and | love him to pieces, and | know he loves me. | 
know they don't mean anything to him, and | won't let a few whores, eager to suck a rockstar's dick ruin our 
love. | will not spend the short time | have with him between tours wasted on pointless arguments, blaming, 


and tears." Truth be told, | really believe that. 


"This also eliminates the need for him to lie to me. We never talk about it, | know he feels guilty every time, 
and that is good enough for now. But this goes to a point." | lowered my eyes and continued. "If | ever find out 
he comes back to the same woman, the same whore.. or if he starts lying to me, that would be different, that 


would.. that would be the end of us." 


Silence took over the room, and | chased the dark thoughts out of my head. | never let it sink deep in, | never 
let it bother me, | won't start now. All that matters is that he loves me and | love him. One day.. one day, he'll 
make the right decision | looked at my friend with a sad smile. Lisa was picking at nonexistent lint on her 


sleeve, and Cindy sat with her hand still on mine, lightly squeezing it, her eyes set on the floor. 
"Cheer up girls, why the long faces?" 


"IFs just.. men are pigs.. if your perfect marriage can be ruined by something.. there is no hope for any of us.. 
if love as strong as yours can die.. is there a point of trying? | mean, is there a point of putting your heart 


out there, just so someone can play with it?" Cindy gazed into my eyes. 


"Girls, | didn't mean to put you in a depressive mood. It's worth it to feel love, it's worth it to be loved, let 
yourself feel happy. Trust me on that. Men are just men. they can love you to death, but if some young slut 
flashes her tits at them, their joysticks take over, disconnecting from mind and heart. | wouldn't change one 
thing about the past years with James. | wouldn't give up one second of it. We're still in love with each other 


and nothing else matters." 


"Well, when you put it that way.. the hell with it. | guess l'm back together with Steve." Lisa sighed and | saw 
her face light up. "Oh my God.. I'm back with my Arry!" 


"Now you're talking! Wochooo! Girls, l'm so happy for you both, and for Steve and for Max, and | promise to kill 
Steve if he so much as looks at groupies, and | don't care who'll call me a hypocrite for that" | laughed at the 


last words and my friends joined me. 


"Okay, now your turn" Lisa looked at me and | noticed that she even looked younger with the weight of 
uncertainty lifted off her shoulders. 


‘Ohhh... | can't hold my secret for a minute longer. The only people who know are James, Kat, and Mom." My 


lips slid into a wide grin. 

"Ohh, spill it already!" 

"Truth be told. I'l have... twin boys." | breathed out and watched my friends faces change. 
"Oh my God! Angel, two boys!" 


"Wow, twins! That's great!" Both screamed out, rushing to embrace me in a hug. 


(James' POV) 
The girls came out to the back yard, Angel put the tray with cold drinks on the table and smiled at me. 


‘Oh, just what we needed! I'm so thirsty!" Steve dropped the ball and made his way to the table with us, 


following close. 

| wrapped my arms around my wife's waist and she rested her head on my shoulder. Lisa handed a drink to 
Steven, then whispered something into his ear, his face lit up, he dropped the glass, pick her up in his arms, 
and pulled her into a kiss. All of us watched them in silence, Bruce and Adrian had shocked looks, and | giggled, 
but Angel's elbow hit my side and | held my snort. 

The love birds finally pulled apart, Steve let Lisa slowly slide down his body and whispered something in her ear. 
She smiled at him and answered with a nod. He kissed her on the cheek, took her hands in his and turned to us 


with a big smile on his face. 


"Lisa and l.. we're back together." He pulled her hands to his lips and kissed then. "She's giving me another 


chance." 
"Wow! Congrats you guys!" Adrian, Max, and me joined in congratulations. 
"And you'd better not mess it up this time." Angel smiled. 


"Nope, this time | know how it feels to lose someone you love." He pulled Lisa closer and she eased against his 


shoulder. 


"Oh thank God, you two. That means I'll never have to listen to all that sappiness anymore, finally." Bruce 
laughed and picked up the ball in his hands. 


"You mean you knew all this time? And you didn't tell me anything!" Angel gasped at her brother. 


"It wasn't my place to say, it was private man to man drunk talks." Bruce smirked and continued. "Really guys, 
I'm happy for you." 


He spun the ball around, holding it on his finger, a wicked smile playing on his lips. Kat walked up to her uncle, 
watching him closely. Her eyes widened. 


"Uncle Bruce, can you teach me to do that?" 


"Sure Kitten, but soccer is not exactly for girls." He said and | felt Angel tense up in my arms. Oh fuck.. here 


We go.. 


"Oh no, you didn't just say that! Don't listen to him, baby. | proved it, girls can do anything they want too. You 


want to learn to play soccer?" 
"No, | just want to teach my brothers something cool when they're big enough to do that." 


Oh. shit. Bruce dropped his ball, Adrian and Max froze with drinks in their hands, turning to us, Lisa and Cindy 
both smiled, and Steve's mouth fell open 


"Brothers? As in more than one?" Adrian got the ability to speak first, moving his eyes from me to Angel and 
back to Kat. | felt Angel smiling against my skin, her eyes gazed into mine and she whispered. 


"Well, it's out.. go ahead, tell them." 


Keeping that big of a secret was killing me for so many days, the only person | told was Lars, | just couldn't 
help it. | had to tell someone! | breathed out, feeling so proud and so relieved to finally say it out loud. 


"We're pregnant with two boys." 


XXXVII. When The Levee Breaks... 


XXXVIII. When The Levee Breaks... 


(Angle's POV) 


The last five months were incredibly busy, and absolutely hectic. We finished our tour, which had been 
postponed due to my kidnapping, four months on the road with boys growing inside of me at the speed of light. 
The last month of the tour | had to play sitting down, | just couldn't reach or see my guitar standing up, not 
to mention how exhausting it was to play two hour gigs on my feet with the double weight. When | finally got 
home to London, | found my Mom and Kat both sick and it didn't take long for me to join them. The stupid flu 
took my last strength and | spent almost ten days in bed. Worst of all, | only saw James a few times 
throughout the tour, when he came for short visits. He was in the middle of his new project and when | came 


back he stayed in the States. | couldn't risk getting him sick too, he needed his voice. 


Meanwhile, it was decided that Iron Maiden would hire another guitarist to let me have some oh-so-needed 
time to finish all the preparations before the boys were born | planned to take a two-year leave after the 
birth, to adjust to the new sized family and to make it all work, just like | did when Kat was born. Of course, 
my Mom was more than happy to help, but | just couldn't do that to her. One kid is okay with the help of a 


nanny, but three was too much. 


In he morning, just before | left for the airport, | felt a few weird cramps, but just ignored that. Later it came 
back and | called my doctor just to make sure it wasn't a big problem. He advised me to come for a visit, but 
since it was two weeks too early, he said it was probably just what he called Braxton Hicks contractions, kind 
of practice contractions, just my body getting ready for the real thing. | believed his professional opinion, 
promising I'd see my American doctor tomorrow. During the flight | kept listening to my body, but those 
cramps seems to stop and | forgot all about it by the time the jet landed. It took me forever to get to the 
studio, traffic was horrid, so many people drove to San Francisco for the yearly carnival and many streets 


were closed so | had to drive around through multiple detours. 


Tired and frustrated, | finally made it and sighed as | walked through the empty corridor. | knew everyone was 
gone except for the band, due to the festivities. | smiled when | heard music behind the doors and looked 
through the small glass in the frame, carefully opening the door and walking in. 


‘Lars, you know it's fucking insane to do that.. we're really doing it.. aren't we? Oh fuck." James ran his fingers 


through his hair and turned, his face lighting up with a smile as he breathed out. 


"Baby, | missed you so much!" He ran to me and | basically jumped into his arms, turning to the side at the 
last moment to let him closer. His lips closed on mine and | melted with a sigh, finally. When we parted, | turned 


to greet my friends. 
"Hey guys! So how's your new project?" 
It'll be focking awesome!" Lars hit the drums and | felt movement in my stomach. Oh yeah, the drums! 


"Oh, that reminds me, | just have to show you something! It's so funny!" | pulled James closer to the drum kit. 
‘Lars, would you please give me a little help with a drum solo. James, give me your hand." 


Lars hit the drums and | put James’ hand to my stomach. "Can you feel it?" 
‘Oh, wow! Oh my God!" His eyes widened and he put both of his hands on me, smiling. 
"One of them is definitely a drummer!" | giggled. 


"Wait.. how did two guitar players make a drummer?" Kirk walked to us and put his hands on my stomach, 


then looked at Lars. 
"Don't focking look at me man.. | have nothing to do with it" Lars smirked. 


Me and James broke out in laughter, and a sudden small cramp twisted my stomach as | felt it hardened and 


contract, a strong warm feeling hitting my groin. "I think | need to go to the bathroom.." 

"Um... | think it's a bit too focking late for that." Lars stood up looking at my legs. 

"Oh shit!" | looked in horror at my wet pants. Oh..no.. 

"Did you laugh a little too hard?" Kirk eyes were set on my embarrassment. "It's okay, trust me, one time or 
another each one of us has pissed themselves and we weren't pregnant, all this weight pushing on your bladder 
and all." 

"James." | interrupted Kirk, gripping onto my husband arm in terror. 

‘Its fine, its a bit funny, but | thi--" 

"JAMES! | didn't piss myself... call the ambulance." 

"Angel, what's wrong?" James' face turned serious. 


"My water just broke." | whispered, fighting another painful cramp, much stronger than the previous one. 


"Huh?" 


"I'M IN LABORII!" 
"Oh shit! Are you serious?" His eyes widened. 


"No, I'm fucking joking! Funny haha--" Another sharp twist weakened my legs and | braced myself on James. 


"Abhill Fuck, that hurts!" 


"Oh fuck. You mean now? Shit!" James picked me up and rushed to the couch. Kirk and Jason stood on each 


side of James, watching me garb onto the pillow, breathing shallow with fear. 


"Oh shit, oh shit.. mother of.. fuaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaalll" 


(James' POV) 


"Oh no.. what should | do? Ambulance.. call the ambulance!" | turned in search of my phone and saw Lars with 
the phone to his ear. 


"Yeah, woman in labor. What?!? | know it's a focking carnivall Can you get here faster than that? | don't know.. 


I'l ask." 

He turned to me and | saw his worried face. "Roads are blocked, the carnival.. itll take them about twenty 
minutes.. they're asking some focking questions, | don't know the ans--" His last words were drowned out by 
Angel's scream. 


"Oh, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuckl!!" 


| rushed back to her side with Lars following me. Kirk and Jason stood frozen by the couch, both looking 
terrified. | dropped on my knees and Angel gripped at my arm. 


"Baby.. what can | do? The ambulance will be here soon, just wait, okay, just hold it." 


| wish | could hold it, but | fucking can't stop it.. James.. | can't do this.. | need drugs.. | can't do this without 


drugs!" Her head bent back, eyes shut, and her grip on my arm tightened. Her voice turned into scream. 
"Somebody find me some goddamned drugs!" 


| have some cocaine.” Kirk mumbled, stepping back at my ‘shut the fuck up' glare. 


(Lars: POV) 


Thirty minutes later the focking situation turned from bad to worse. Some drunk idiot ran into the big rig on 


the bridge and that route was closed with the ambulance stuck behind the crash. They sent another one, but 
with the fucking carnival and the overload of people all over the city it wasn't going that fast. All this time | 
was on the phone with an operator and with advice from the guy somewhere on the other side of the line we 
found some robes and James pulled the pants off his wife and covered her with the robe. The operator kept 
telling us everything would be okay, good thing he couldn't see four horrified guys running around like chickens 
with their focking heads cut off under the loud screams of a woman in labor. 


| could hear Angel grunting in pain, as | tried to explain everything to the operator. | tried to answer all the 
focking questions, telling him what | knew and he sounded more and more worried. He repeated what | said to 
someone near him and | moved closer to James in case he had more questions. The operator assured me that 
he had notified the first aid squad and the police, and that help would be there soon An ambulance with 
trained EMTs would arrive from the hospital as soon as they could. My hands started to shake, watching 
Angel in agony, while James held her in his arms, whispering something in her ear between contractions, which 
were now much stronger and coming nonstop. His face was twisted with a mortified expression, reflecting our 
thoughts. No focking way we can do that without help, we're not fit to help someone to give birth, no focking 


way! 


Jason started to pace back and forward, running to the entrance door and back, waiting for any help to arrive. 
The operator asked me to look at what | see and | told him. He swore at me and asked me to look between my 


friend's wife's legs. | swallowed and touched James’ shoulder, not daring to do what | was asked to do. 


"Ja-ames... he wants me to look.. and tell him.. | can't, | mean, she's your focking wife.. can you." | noticed 


myself shuddering. 
"Look where?" James stared at me with teary eyes. 


"Um.. down there.. he want me to tell him what we see.." Another loud scream from Angel pulled James 
attention. | stepped closer and she caught and squeezed my hand and | almost joined her in a yell. Her eyes 
glistening with delirium of agony, peering into mine as she whispered in a hoarse voice, breathing heavily 


between words. 


'Lars.. I'm really not into shyness right fucking now.. do whatever they ask you to do.. as long as it fucking 
helps me.. but | can tell you one thing.. even without looking | know.. they're about to come.. | can feel it.." 


| picked up the phone and repeated every word to the operator. He listened to me and after a small pause | 
heard, "Oh, jeez." 


And then he started to give orders that | barely had time to repeat to my bandmates. It took Kirk and Jason 
some time to find a few clean looking towels, but the operator said in case of twins we need more. Jason spun 
on his heels and ran out to try and find more. You'd think in a place with a few focking showers, it wouldn't be 


a big deal to find a clean towel, but with your brain working in fear mode, guess again. 


(Angel's POV) 


The pain was now one big continuous torture. | felt like someone was ripping my insides out, digging in, stabbing, 
twisting. Then it changed and | felt strong pulling and the unstoppable urge to push. | was trying to hold it, 
hopping that professional help would arrive soon. Throughout the haze of pain | heard myself say. 


"| can't do this, | can't.. | can't do this!" 


| knew in my head that would be a self-fulfilling prophecy if | repeated it too many times. James was holding 
on to me and kept whispering, "I love you.. breathe." in my ear, his shaking hand moving over my hair, his face 
was pale white, and there were traces of tears on his cheeks. He looked like he was about to pass out.. And 
for one clear moment, my mind emerged from the agony. He was the single most powerful force getting me 
through it, he reminded me to breathe. You never even think much about breathing most of the time, but 
when you're in labor, you somehow need reminding. When the contraction stopped and my body dropped down 
to the couch | pulled him close, looking into his eyes. | have to do this and he's the only one who can help me. 


My body arched into another contraction and he sobbed in my ear. 
"Baby, I'm so sorry.. | love you.. | don't know how to help you.. | can't help you." 


"James.. | can do this.. we can do this.. please don't fall apart now, | need you. Just pull yourself together and 


do what | say. We can do this!" 


"Okay. we can. okay, just tell me what to do.." He wiped his tears. | looked at Lars standing with the phone to 


his ear. 


"Tell that motherfucker.. it's time.. he has to tell James exactly what to do." Lars nodded and | let go of James' 
arm, letting him move between my legs. | think the fact that | was taking control gave me more strength and | 


managed to smile, trying to relax my husband to ease his fear with a joke. 

"James, just so you know, you drop our babies, and I'll kill you. They'll come out slippery, one at the time, so 
make sure you catch with a towel." A strong urge to push overpowered my body and | screamed, drowning 
back into the haze of pain. 


(Jason's POV) 


| heard another of Angel's screams and couldn't help but feel chills crawling on my skin. | shook and Kirk turned 
to me with a fascinated look on his face. 


"Isn't it amazing! | mean the beauty of new life emerging, the secret of secrets!" 


"Are you fucking crazy? How can you call this beautiful? The agony she's feeling, what's fucking amazing about 
that?" | couldn't believe what | heard, was he not hearing the screams? 


“Amazing that women can do that! | mean, their body's build to do this, to grow the new life in them. You 
know, | read that the labor pain is the strongest pain ever, it's like if someone would cut you open, slowly 
ripping your intestines apart, and women can overpower that. The perfect design, everything their body goes 
through to give life, that's amazing! It takes two small cells from you and her and it grows into a new person! 
That's unbelievable!” Kirk looked back through the window in the door. | felt nausea building up in my stomach. 
He's sick. this is all sickening, no one should be going through that, for no one. 


"All | know is after witnessing this horror, | will never ask any woman to do that for me, to go through that 


because of me." 
Kirk gasped and opened his mouth to answer me, but Lars’ loud scream caught our attention 


"The ambulance is here! Gol" | ran to the entrance with a thought pounding heavily in my head. I'll never have 


kids, | never want any kids, | won't put any woman though this kind of agony.. never. 
By the time | got to the front door, the EMTs were unloading their gurney out of the back. 
"Hurry! She's in horrible pain!" | screamed out, pushing the door open. 


They quickly threw their bags on the stretcher and followed me, almost running down the hall. Kirk held the 
door open and | ran in, leaving the paramedics behind me. | looked at the sight in front of me and words stuck 
in my suddenly dry throat. James was holding something squirming in his blood covered hands, a stupid smile 
was playing on his lips, and | realized that this small bloody thing was a baby. A bluish cord was stretching 
from his body down to Angel, my eyes followed it and stopped on the blood covered towels. So much blood.. | 
felt queasy and my knees buckled, letting my body hit the floor, somewhere far away | heard Kirk's muffled 
voice before everything turned black. 


(James' POV) 


From the moment | felt my son in my arms, my anxiety hit the roof and somehow dissolved. The small body in 
my hands moved and his loud cry was the most beautiful sound | ever heard in my life. | wrapped him in a 
towel and carefully pressed him to my chest. | looked at Angel, feeling my tears rolling down my cheeks. Her 


pale face lit with a smile and she whispered. 
"You did good... 


"He's so beautiful.. and so tiny.." | choked on the last words, feeling my son's small fingers wrapping around my 


finger. Wow.. this is just.. Overwhelmed with the feeling, | just sobbed and heard Lars whispering by my ear. 


"Look at that little focker.. so cool.. | mean, he's less than a minute old and he already tries to hold his Dad's 
hand.. that's focking amazing." 


‘Lars, watch your fucking language in front of my son" | heard Angel's voice. 


"One down.. one to go.. James.. you watch him.. | need to rest before it starts again." She breathed out and 


closed her eyes. | pulled her hand to my lips and kissed her palm. 
"Thank you...” 
"No, thank you.." She opened her eyes and smiled. 


Something made a thumping noise and we both turned to the door, seeing Jason on the floor with Kirk on his 


knees beside him. 

"What the fuck is wrong with Jason?" 

"I think he passed out” Angel smiled. And | thought to myself, | was so close to doing that earlier. Seeing my 
Angel in so much pain, feeling so helpless.. funny how it's all gone and forgotten now. All it took was one small 
touch from my son.. 

Next the paramedics rushed in and | breathed out in relief. They did their stuff, moving around us, not pushing 
me away. After | cut the cord, one of the EMTs said the new born needed to be changed into a warm sterile 
blanket and | swear, | almost growled when he pull him away. | watched his every move and felt myself again 
only when my son was back in my arms. 


The paramedics were about to move Argel to the gurney when she grunted and grabbed her stomach. 


"Oh shit.. | was hopping | had more time to rest.. guess not.. James, | want you to help me.. you did great 


delivering your first son, you have to welcome the other one." She smiled through the pain, pulling on my arm. 
| looked at paramedics, they both moved away, letting me closer and one of them stretched out his hands to 
except the baby from my arms. Hell no, if | trust my treasure to anyone it would be.. | turned, looking at my 


friends. My eyes trailed from Kirk to Lars and he stepped forward with the biggest grin on his face. 


"IIl keep him safe, like he's my own. And | swear not to swear." 


(Angel's POV) 


| emerged from a few hours of much needed sleep and heard James' voice. 


".and you boys are the luckiest in the world to have a mother like this.. she's strong, beautiful, loving, not to 


mention cool, she's the best girl | know, and all the other guys will envy you so much.. she's the greatest 
woman in the world.. and | love her more than anything." 


| turned my head and saw him sitting by the cradle, smiling. His hand moved from one small arm to the other, 
then caught a tiny leg that went up, and | was instantly flooded with warm, overpowering emotions. My boys.. 


"So, what are you guys talking about?" My voice came out distorted, hoarse and almost painful. 

James turned to me and smiled. "Nothing, just guy talk, you know, girls, cars, guns." 

"I think it's too early for them to know about girls." | giggled. 

"Nah, I'm starting the education early.” 

"Sure, you would be the one who knows all about girls.." 

"Just about one. My girl" He walked to me and smiled, laying by my side. "My Angel girl." 

My heart melted again and | smiled, whispering in his ear. 

"James... do you remember when Kat was born.. it was different.. | didn't feel so. so overwhelmed with feelings, 
| mean | loved her from the first moment | saw her, but.. this time.. going through it like this, with you.. with 
no pain medications.. seeing you delivering them.. that is so much more, so much stronger.. | can't explain it." 
"I know, it was so personal, so.. yeah | can't explain it either." He pulled me to his chest. 


"Did you figure out which one is going to be Ray and which will be Max?" 


"Well, since Ray was first to help us.. he was on the case from day one, it's only fair to name the first one in 
his honor." 


"Agreed. Can you tell them apart though... | know | can, but." 
"Sure! Ray has a little red spot on his neck and Max is smaller and has more hair!" 
"It is different this time, you didn’t notice those little details with Kat." | looked into his eyes. 


"Yeah.. we were so young.. and all those people in the delivery room.. | barely had time with her when she was 


born." 
"And | was too drugged up.. it all only sunk in the next day.. that l'm a mother." 


"I think it took me a few weeks to finally get it.." He smiled. 


"Is that why you let me win when | insisted on Steve and Cindy being named as godparents?" 
"That, plus.. who in their right mind would argue with you?" 

"Yeah... sorry, | guess | was a bit pushy." 

"A bit? You basically told me that it was decided a long time ago, before we even knew each other!" 


"Sorry. it was.. | guess | thought | had the upper hand, giving birth and all.. but this time.. the decision is all 


yours." 

"Lars" 

"Done. He so deserves that title.. and the god mother?" 
| have no one in mind, so its yours.” 

"Lisa." 

"Done" 


A loud cry broke out from the cradle and was almost immediately doubled. We both jumped up, rushing to the 
boys. 


"I think they're hungry" James picked up Ray and | got Max in my hands. 


"Um.. both at the same time.. how do l.. | mean." | sat on the bed, holding one of my sons and feeling torn 


apart. 


"I have no idea. but we need to think of something fast" We looked at each other and turned back to the boys. 
Oh shit.. there's no way | can feed one and let the other scream.. | can't do that. The screams increased in 


volume and | started to panic. Come on brain, think! 

(James' POV) 

We decided to deliver the news to our friends one at the time and in private, since last time when we did it, 
we ended up with six guys screaming ‘why not me? and two happy people in tears trying to hug us. This time 
we'd be smarter, plus this time we agreed to do it while we were still in the hospital. The hospital rule was 


two visitors at one time only, and since | was always there and counted as one, the plan was perfect. 


When it was Lars' turn to visit, we barely held our smiles, waiting for him to finish talking. He went on and on 


about everything we went through today, and | finally couldn't wait any longer. 

"Lars." 

"and Jason, he decided not to have any kids ever." 

"Lars." 

"ard Kirk, he was so." 

"Lars!" 

"What?" 

"We have something to tell you." 

"Okay. | know, | have to go, there are more people waiting." 

"Would you shut the fuck up ard listen!" 

"What?" 

'Lars.. we thought, we decided.. you're." | suddenly chocked, just imagining my friend's reaction to the news, | 
cleared my throat and continued. "Lars, how would you like to be a godfather.. for both boys." | said the last 
words and saw Lars’ jaw drop, he breathed in the out and his eyes flew wide open. For a few minutes he was 
just standing there, his mouth opening and closing, looking like a fish out of water. | saw a tear running down 


his cheek and bit my lip, seeing my friend struggling to find words. 


‘Oh my God, James.. you broke him!" Angel looked at Lars, then turned to me, pointing with her eyes to my 
friend. Oh, for fuck's sake.. | walked to Lars and pulled him into a hug. 


'Lars.. you okay?" He looked at me, pressing his fist to his quivering lips, then whispered. 


"You. you.. l.. you have no idea what that means to me.. that.. | mean.. both boys.. both your sons.. me.." He 
ran out of air and drew in a big breath, choking. | couldn't help it and pulled him into a tighter hug. Oh you big 


softy.. 


"Lars, we're not giving them to you, you only get them if something happens to both of us, you know that 
right?" 


"I do.. | just, you trust me.. that much, it means so much! Thank you, thank you both! l.. when | saw them 
being born.. wow.. focking.. just." He sobbed into my chest and Angel joined us in the hug. 


'Lars.. | thought you said we weren't going to do this anymore, this crying in the hospital thing.. stop it.. or I'll 
join you both.. oh, the Hell with it." She teared up and | tried my best to blink my own tears away. Who else 
would | trust other than you, my friend.. 


XXXIX. Low Man\'s lyrics. 


XXXIX. Low Man's lyrics. 


(James' POV) 


My movements sped up, feeling the release building inside of me, and my grip on the long blonde hair tightened 
before | spilled my load with one last thrust and a grunt. My hands let go of the groupie's hair and | backed 
out, zipping my jeans, and once again feeling like a complete ass. The cheap thrill was over, and all that was left 
was the bitter taste of guilt. The girl stood up, wiping her lips and looking at me with a question in her eyes. 
The smile that was about to emerge on her face froze when she saw my expression 


"Fuck.. go, just fucking go away." | growled at her and she quickly vanished behind the door. 


| dropped into the chair behind me and lowered my alcohol hazed head into my hands. Fuck.. What the fuck is 
wrong with me? Why do | keep slipping into this? | held on for two years, | kept the word | gave myself and all 
it took was a few months on the road, some booze, and a groupie whispering, "Fuck me.." It was like a fucking 
drug, knowing that you can just push one of them down and they were eager to obey, happy to suck your dick, 
and you felt high with that power. It was like an addiction.. and l'm a fucking addict.. | need to feel that power, | 


like to see those girls looking at me with their ‘please fuck me' looks.. 


| know Angel was okay with it, but.. fuck. why do | feel like a fucking jerk-off after screwing some slut. | know 
they mean nothing, Angel knows that too, she sees this every day on her tours, in her band, she knows how it 
is.. screaming fans, girls flashing their tits, doing anything and anyone to get closer to the bana, lining up all 
wet and ready. She's seen it all, she lives the same rockstar life. 


A sudden drunk thought entered my mind, and a wave of heat followed by cold shivers shook my body as | 
gripped at my hair. She does know how it is! Does she.. no.. she would never.. My mind brought the picture of 
her standing on the edge of the stage with a crowd of guys screaming her name, stretching their hands to 
her, wanting, hoping, drooling.. Fuck! 


No.. she's not like that.. she wouldn't .. she loves me and only me.. she said she's Jamesexual.. she.. is that why 
she's so forgiving.. is that how she knows that they mean nothing? | stood up and almost fell back, gripping at 
the table. Fuck.. no! | trust her. The picture in my head changed into a backstage scene, Angel gives 
autographs, smiling, surrounded by her fans, all men.. all looking at her like she's their Goddess. And deep in 
their eyes | can read lust, need, want.. Fuck! 


No.. it's different for women.. they never do anything stupid like that.. they're more in control of their minds.. 
Angel would never.. | trust her. | do, she wouldn't... its me, I'm the fucking asshole who can't think straight 
when drunk, who can't pass on what's offered. Its there to take and | take it. Not feeling that it's wrong, not 


able to resist in that moment, and feeling dirty after.. fuck. The need to feel like a fucking king, the need to 
know that | can get anything | want.. the most powerful drug of all, the fucking drug called the power of fame. 


| stood up and navigated my way to the door, getting back to the break room. | grabbed another bottle from 
the cooler and walked to Lars, who was his usual self, talking nonstop, fueled by alcohol, and by the looks of his 
eyes, cocaine. Fuck, he's off his tits.. | need to talk to him and he's fucking high! Fuck! 


‘lm off" | barked out, feeling pissed off at Lars, at the fucking sleazy groupie, at myself, and the whole world. 


By the time | got to the hotel, I'd already made a call and my assistant, who got me the first available plane 
ticket that would take me from Belgium to London In a few short hours I'd be home. | needed to be home, | 
needed to know she was mine and only mine. | needed to feel that. | couldn't wait for a week, when the tour 
would take me over to England, | needed to see her now. | needed her to take this out of my head, to hold me 
in her arms, to love me. | ripped my clothes off, throwing it all into the garbage basket on my way to the 


shower. 


(Angel's POV) 


The small serene river in front of me was reflecting the clear sky, nothing was moving around, just me and 
the clear water by my feet. | stepped in and smiled when the cool liquid mirror of the river quivered in small 
ripples under my touch. Barely-there wind whispered with the leaves of the forest behind me and water 
moved slightly around me. | looked back at the trees, but once again everything was standing still. | took a few 
more steps, going deeper in, and another whisper, louder this time reached my ears. 


"The river is deceiving." 


| looked back and saw trees moving as though they were shaking their heads, and a cold shiver danced along 


my spine when the wind picked up, another whisper bouncing around me. 
"You can't see the hidden rocks.. you'll die.." 


| looked back at the waters in front of me, my mirror image floating on the surface, changing, moving, melting 
away. The water boiled up and spilled onto the shore, trying to reach the trees to silence them. The current 
sped up, foaming around my legs. | saw the dark shadows of rocks under the water all around me, raising up, 


baring their sharp teeth. 


Fear shot through my body and | turned back to the forest, trying to walk, but something strong gripped my 
legs, pulling, bounding, holding. The waters frothed up, raising higher with angry white waves and | stretched 
my arms to the forest in hope, but the violent current tore the ties and threw me into the middle of the 
ferocious rapids. | battled to breathe, pleading for the forest to save me, to help me, but it stood still, 
watching me float away. | tried to swim, feeling sharp rocks cutting into my flesh, tearing it, making it bleed. 


My body became numb and my last screams drowned in the boiling red liquid around me. 


“Angell Wake up! Are you okay? Angell" Someone's arms pulled me up and | breathed in, sitting up. 
"James." My mind let go of the dream, surfacing from the horror, and | gripped at his shoulders. 
"You're okay. lm here." He pressed me to his chest. 


"James! You're home!" | let go of him, shaking the vivid images of bloody waters from my head. "Wait.. why 


are you home? Did something happen?" 


(James' POV) 


"No... | just.. | missed you. | have a few days till the gig in France.. | can fly there from here.. | just needed to 
see you.." | pulled her still shaking body back to me, swallowing my quilt. "You okay?" 


"Yeah... I'm okay now.. it was just a nightmare.. | was drowning.. I'm okay now." She clung to me and | breathed in 


her smell. Yeah... l'm okay now too.. 


When | came home a few minutes earlier, | didn't want to wake her up, she looked so peaceful, | just undressed 
and laid down by her side, watching her sleep. Thoughts of my guilt were burrowing deep in my chest, tearing 
up my mind, making it hard to breathe. Then, as she felt my emotions, she started to whisper in her sleep, 
moving her head, then whispers turned into faded screams and it took me a few minutes to wake her up. | 
pulled her back into the softness of the bed, not letting her out of my arms and she snuggled to me, wrapping 


her arm around my chest. 
"You're always here to save me.. | love you.” 


‘| love you too.." | felt the lump in my throat and pulled her closer, fighting the strong urge to just break 
down and weep in her arms. Tell her everything, beg for forgiveness, tell her that I'm an ass, that | don't know 
why | do these things. That | tried and failed, got pulled into my addictions once again.. tell her that | love her 
and nothing was ever meant to hurt her and let her purify me with her love. Let her clean all this shit from 
from, understand me and tell me that nothing would tear us apart. But | couldn't... | couldn't tell her... | couldn't 
let her know that I'm weak.. | couldn't take even the slightest chance of losing her.. | needed to beat this on my 


own | needed to win This was the absolute last time | ever.. no more. Not fucking ever. 

"James... are you sure you're okay?" She raised her head and gazed into my eyes. 

"Yeah.. l'm okay.. | just missed you, that's all. needed to see you and hold you. 

"| missed you too." She smiled and kissed my chest, making her way to my neck, sliding her hand on my skin 


Her loving touch warmed up my body and made my heart beat stronger, her eyes gazed in mine with 


understanding and forgiveness. Her lips awaken my fire, and | gripped to her like she was my savior, my only 


hope, my high power. Her lips slid on my cheek and her whisper blew over my ear. 
‘lm glad you're home, baby." Her kiss melted and healed my soul. 


"Angel. love me." | breathed out, shivering under her touch and pulling her under me. Her naked body wrapped 
around me, letting me in and pushing all my dark thoughts away. Another long kiss sent multiple lightning bolts 
of desire running through my body and my dazed mind gave in to passion Her lips parted with a gasp, her 


body arched, feeling my flesh entering her, and a soft moan washed over me, sending me into a loving haze. 


| moved in her, echoing her moans, breathing her love in and exhaling mine. Our bodies melted together, burning 
for each other, needing, wanting to never be apart. Our eyes gazing into each other, intensifying our feelings a 
thousand times. Our lips met and parted, hungry for more. Our hearts were pounding so close to each other, 
beating in unison. My blood boiled with euphoria, strong charges shook my body, sending it into a faster 
rhythm. She answered to that, panting my name and pulling me closer, her lips found mine and | breathed in 
her cry of release, following her with my own. My body collapsed on hers, tingling with the last receiving 


waves and she quivered under me, taking them in. 


‘| love you." Our lips whispered before locking together. Once again she pulled me out, purified me, made me 


whole again and gave me strength to stand against anything, to win, to fight for what | have. 


XXXX. Damage Inc. 


XXXX. Damage Inc. 


(Angel's POV) 


Years flew by in the bliss and busyness of a newly extended sized family, and adjusting our lives to it took 
some time. Over the last four years we found ourselves surrounded by new flourishing romances and a few 
weddings took place. Lars and Skylar were first, with Kirk and Lani following shortly, then Lisa tied a long 
overdue knot with Steve. Cindy and Max moved in together and we could hear the upcoming wedding bells. Love 


seemed to surround us and the people we loved. Even my brother reconciled with his wife and seemed to be 


happy. 

The year 2000 came crashing in on us with horrible news. Slash went down during one of his gigs, he had to 
be rushed to the hospital and the doctors had to implant a defibrillator to get his heart, weakened by years of 
drug and alcohol abuse, to beat again. After a long recovery, he was ready and eager to get back to his life 
and we flew to the States to attend his welcome home gathering, leaving the kids in my mother and three 
nannies’ care. 

We came to Slash's house a bit late and found his party at a peak. It took us some time to make our way 
through the living room full of people, stopping for a little chit-chat with old friends. Of coarse we visited 
Slash when he was in the hospital and later in rehab, but when | saw him standing with Matt, talking, laughing, 
with his usual ciggy in the corner of his mouth and a drink in his hand, | couldn't help but wonder if all that 
really happened. 

"| see you're just fucking determined to off yourself" | glared at him. 

"Nope, just refusing to feel old" He walked to us with a smirk. 

"So you want to die feeling young?" | hit his arm with my fist and he winced, caching my hand. 


"Not going to happen, now | have this shit in my chest, it shocks my ticker back to life." He wrapped his arm 
around me and shook James' hand behind my back, laughing. 


"Hey, man! | see you didn't tame her yet, same old Hell Angel.” 
"Nah, | like her like this, all fiery." James smiled, winking at me. 


"Did you at least quit the drugs?" | freed myself from my friend's bear hug. 


"Well, you know me, I'm a habitual kinda guy, if | quit doing drugs, I'll drink. And then if I'll quit drinking, I'll do 


drugs, for fucking ever." He smiled at me. 
"Unfuckingbelievable." 
"He'll never change, | have no idea what I'm doing with this stubborn son of a bitch." Perla made her way to us. 


"You're trying to get me to fucking marry you, thats what you're doing." Slash pulled his girlfriend into his 


arms. 


"| should've asked them to put something into your brain to shock you out of your habits." She gave him a 
quick kiss. 


"Yeah, you fucking wish." Slash laughed. 


Duff joined us with a short but showy blonde at his side, he introduced her as Renee, not deliberating her 
status any further. | saw James’ face flinch when he saw her, he glanced at me and quickly turned away. | 
pretended that | didn't notice anything and continued my conversation with Perla, but deep inside | felt the seed 
of suspicion planting its roots right into my heart. 


At first | thought she was just one of the groupies that he fucked and tried to forget about, but as the 
party went on, | watch with a sinking heart as James carefully avoided that woman. That was very weird and 


very disturbing. If | knew my husband, and | believe | do, this was a clear sign of guilt. 


"I wonder who that Renne is. Do you know her?" | finally asked him bluntly, hoping he would just say, yeah, 
she's a groupie and | would just laugh it off. 


"Nope, never seen her before.” He looked right into my eyes, then turned to Matt, asking about the tour. My 
heart skipped, then came back with weakened and painful beats. He just lied to me.. | know he did. He never lied 
to me before, he knew better. | could forgive many things, and did, but not lies. Painful thoughts twisted my 


mind.. she's not a groupie.. he wouldn't lie if she was.. she's.. the other woman. 


Okay... I'm not going to make a scene here.. cool off.. oh, who am | kidding! My demons had already got hold of 
my mind, | tried to count to ten before | told him that | knew that he'd just lied, but Matt grabbed James and 


pulled him away, mumbling something about amazing news. 


| just stood there, boiling inside, barely listening to what Perla was talking about, and trying very hard not to 
show my state. | downed a few more drinks, feeling my anger growing like wild fire deep inside, fed by alcohol, 
and when | saw that woman going to the restroom, | followed her. Just before she closed the door, | stuck my 


foot in the opening. 


"Mind if | join you?" 


She gave me a weird look, then something changed in her eyes and she stepped back with fear written on her 
face. Guilty as charged! The fury of jealousy clouded my mind and | locked the door, closing on my victim like a 
predator. 

"Let's talk" My mind was overflowing with anger and my voice came out in a low growl. 

"About what?" She tried to back up, but | pinned her to the wall. My hand firmly gripped her throat. 

| want the truth, one lie and my fingers may slip a little tighter." 

"What truth? About what?" She tried to pry my hand away from her throat. 

"About you and my husband." 

"| don't know him." She pushed back and tried to run to the door, but | caught her by her hair, yanking her 
back, and she dropped on her knees with a wince. | lowered my face to hers, twisting her hair around my fist. 
She gave up squirming and looked up with tears in her eyes. 


"| can't tell you, it's confidential.. I'll lose my job." 


"You're about to lose much more. Start talking." | gripped her hair tighter, bending her head back so | could 
read her face. She looked at me for a second, then sighed. 


"Let me go and I'll tell you." 

"IIl decide if | want to let go when you start talking." | growled through my tightly clenched teeth. 

"I work for an escort agency.. that's how | know him." | saw tears rolling over her face. Agency? A whore? 
Highly paid whore! Anguish twisted my insides. | can't believe.. he.. groupies were one thing, | could understand 
that, but deliberately hiring a whore? 


"When did he hire you.” 


"He never did. It was always Lars." Wait.. what? | released my grip and moved to position myself to cut off her 


escape route. 


"The truth, if you want to come out of this bathroom with you life. | want to know everything.” 


(James' POV) 


When | saw Renee at the party, | couldn't help but feel the deep pain of guilt of a long forgotten deed. She was 
in the same room with my wife and it made me feel very uneasy. | tried my best to to avoid her and prayed 
to God my wife never notices the change in my behavior. | couldn't tell her the truth, | was too embarrassed.. 
if only | could turn back time to when it all started and erase it.. if only.. | stood in the garage pretending to 
listen to Matt and letting the memory of the past start to play in my mind. 


| hung up the phone after we said our goodbyes with Angel and finished the bottle of whiskey. It was the 
second one this evening. | left the party and found quiet place with dim lights to make my phone call, | hadn't 
seen my wife in two months, she was in the middle of her tour in Japan, and | was stuck in Europe. She was in 
a bar and there was no way to do our usual booty call with so many people around her. Fuck! Jerking off solo 


it is. 


| considered to going to my hotel room and doing it there, but | was too wasted to get up. The room was 
empty, my dick was half hard and | needed release. | opened my zipper and was about to get started when the 
door flew open and Lars stumbled in with a half naked blonde. They didn't pay any attention to whether or not 


they were alone and | smirked when he pushed her down on the floor. 


‘Master wants me?" The girl submissively lowered her head in front of Lars and | almost snorted. Master? 


Nice game. 


"Did | give you permission to focking speak to me, bitch?" | could hear the dominance in my friend's calm voice. 
| knew that voice very well, cocaine. Should | stay and watch, like the good old days, with the Ednas on the 
bus? Nice visual aid. Meanwhile, Lars quickly undid his pants, smoothed precum on his dick, and in one rough 
move, shoved it all into the girl's mouth. His hands gripped at her hair as he started moving fast, slamming 


her face onto him. 


They were standing not far from me, giving me a perfect view of Lars’ dick sliding in and out of his toy's lips. | 
felt a rush of heat, my hand worked my length in fast strokes, and my eyes glued to the act in front of me. 
At one point my eyes drifted up from the woman's head and | met my friend eyes, watching me. | didn't get 
embarrassed by my actions, nothing he or | ever saw or did made me embarrassed. When we were young, it 
was the normal thing, no shame, no modesty. Just a bus full of naked groupies and a fuck fest to the drunk 


coma. 


He winked at me and pulled out. The girl didn't move from her position, still on her knees, arms at her sides. He 


tightened his grip on her hair and pulled her head up. 


"Suck his dick" He motioned in my direction and started walking toward me without releasing his grip on her 


hair, she followed him on her knees. 


| stood up with the intention to leave, but he pushed her head to me, readjusting his grip so he could hold her 
from behind, moving her face to my groin. Her lips immediately crowned my dick and | left the strong urge and 


thrust in. 


Lars pushed her to me and | slid in deeper, releasing low growl of pleasure. Her mouth readjusted to the 
different size as she sucked my flesh in Lars pulled her back and pushed onto me again before letting go of 
her. | wrapped her long hair around my fist and pulled her to me, bucking my hips forward. Her lips slid all the 
way to the base, my tip hitting her throat, and | threw my head back, enjoying the sensation 


"That's right.. suck him hard." Lars stepped back, watching us closely and stroking himself, then pulled her hips 
up and pulled her panties off. He slammed into her from behind, pushing her further onto me and joining the 
rhythm I'd set. The girl winced at his roughness and spread her legs, bracing her hands on my hips for 


balance. 


After a few minutes of silent animal frenzy, interrupted only by our growls and the sounds of flesh hitting 
flesh, she started to moan with pleasure and Lars slapped her ass. 


"I didn't give you focking permission to come. You'll suck his dick and be quiet! After he's done fucking you, you 
can beg me to finish you off” 


My balls tensed up with my upcoming release and | pushed deeper, increasing my movements. | burst deep into 
her throat, not in a hurry to let go of her hair. Lars continued pounding her from behind, speeding up and 


moaning. 
"Swallow... every last.. drop of him." His breathing came out in gasps. 


| let go of her hair and let her slide off me, but stay there while she clung to me for support. Lars started 
blabbering something in Danish, his eyes turned bleary, and soon, with a last deep thrust, he screamed out his 


release. 


Later, we continued in his hotel room and well into the next day. Renne was the agency escort that specialized 
on special requests and her topic was submission. Kind of a slave for a fee. She was good at what she did, a 
pro, with talented ways to please the master or masters. The feel of total domination, the things we could 
asked her to do was too much of a temptation. | could tell her to suck off Lars in the car or elevator or back 


stage, with people around, and she would do it without the slightest resistance. 


She became our frequently hired little toy, and soon the whole band was involved in this madness, reliving our 
days of youth. Once | went as far as telling her to give a blow job to Lars in the middle of a gig, and she did it, 
hiding behind his drums. | had no idea how he didn't loss his beat. She was there, ready for us when we got off 
stage for short breaks, leaving Jason to play his doodle. 


We managed to keep it a secret, since | was married and Kirk had a girlfriend, Jason and Lars were the only 


ones singe and guilt free. Of course, the crew knew, but we never had to worry about them talking. | always 


thought of it as harmless fun, no feelings involved, | didn't consider it cheating. Angel was fine with groupies, 
but there was always a danger of some girl opening her big mouth to the press. Renne was less risky and 
more compliant. One thing we knew was that our ‘slave’ was interested in keeping it a secret as much as we 


were. 


| don't know how long all this would've continue if Kirk's back then girlfriend didn’t find out. She went absolutely 
fucking crazy and shaved his head out of jealousy and madness while he was passed out. Somehow, it blew 
over me, thank God, Angel never got too friendly with Christen. And today, | couldn't help but feel the doom of 
the long forgotten past coming back to punish me. Fuck.. 


My mind returned from the memory haze and | saw Renne approaching me. What the fuck was wrong with 


her? She knew better than to just boldly talk to me. She came closer and | noticed tears in her eyes. 
‘I'm sorry, she made me tell her." She breathed out. 
"Tell who what?" | felt sick to my stomach, feeling the cold fingers of fear closing around my throat. 


"Your wife.. she cornered me and.. she said she would kill me.. | saw it in her eyes, it wasn't just an empty 


threat... l'm sorry." 


Oh dear God.. no.. My heart jumped into my chest and heavily flop down, my mouth suddenly went dry ard | 


desperately tried to swallow. 
"What did you tell her?" 


"Everything... | told her everything.. | saw her leave.. thats why | came to tell you.. I'm sorry." She turned and 
almost ran away, leaving me standing with one thought pulsating in my mind. She knew | lied to her.. | should've 
just told her the truth.. it was so long ago.Why didn't | tell her the fucking truth? She would never forgive me 
for lying.. it's the end. 


(Jason's POV) 


| was still pissed off after my talk with James a few days earlier about my intention to release an album with 
Echobrain. He had put his foot down as ‘not fucking going to happen’ and was firm in his decision He felt that 
despite his own works on the side, mine was somehow more than a just a side project. His point of view was 
clear. He said his other works didn't carry his name on their albums and he didn't help sell them. He said that 


my work was taking away from the strength of Metallica. Bull shit! 


Why did it always have to be like that? As if it wasn't not enough | always felt the shadow of Cliff on stage, 
but from the very first day | got James' take on my input into our band and his exact words were: ‘My band, 
my rules! No fucking way for me to release my creativity, | felt trapped, constricted, suffocated! | found a 
way to get it out with other bands and James wouldn't have it. What should | do, give in and forget about it or 


stand my ground and see what would happen? 

With a heavy heart | wandered down the streets of San Francisco, trying to come up with a decision Deep in 
my thoughts, | stumbled into a car that was parked on the street, right at the entrance of the bar, halfway 
on the side walk. Did some drunk asshole try to drive into the bar in the car? He must've been very thirsty. | 
looked at the car in front of me one more time. Wait, | know this car.. it's James’. great, he's pissed drunk 
somewhere in here. Fucking dream come true. Better avoid him in that state. The door to the bar opened, 
letting out some giggling couple and | heard chanting. 

"Drink, drink, drink, drink." 

What's going on in there? | made my way inside, trying not to get too much attention, but as soon as | looked 
beyond the crowd | stopped dead in my tracks. What the fuck? Angel was standing on the bar stand with a 
bottle of tequila in her mouth. She finished it and looked over the crowd with a drunk smirk. 

"Nope.. didn't even touch it.. | need morel!" 

"Go Hell Angell" The crowd answered and the bartender opened another bottle. 

Some guy reached for Angel's leg and she kicked him back, laughing. "Fuck of fl" 

| quickly pushed my way to the front. Meanwhile, she started another bottle under the cheers of onlookers. 
"Angel, what the fuck are you doing?" | stepped closer and basically yanked her off the bar. 

"Jason! Le's driiiink!” She giggled and fell into my arms. 


"What the fuck, let her finish!" A heavy set biker stood up from the bar stool, towering over me. 


"She's fucking done, the show is over." | held her in my arms, making my way to the entrance under the 


disappointed booing of the bar. She giggled and turned to the bar. 


"Who said I'm done? I'm not nerty.. muh.. ne-ar-ly.. as numb.. hic. as | wanna be." Her tongue tripped over the 


words. 
"What the hell is going on?" 

"Nothing. just don't want to.. feel." She turned to me and | saw tears in her eyes. 
"Where's James?" 


"James? Dunno.. probably somewhere.. lying about not fucking anyone. hic.. you know.. he's a liar.. he would look 


right into your eyes, with his baby blues.. and just like that." She tried to snap her fingers, holding her hand in 


front of my face. 


"Doesn't fucking.. work.. can't show you. fucking fingers are drunk.. well, you get the idea.. bam.. lie. And you 
never knew it was coming.. until it hits you. hic.. right here." She hit her chest with a fist. 


"Hurts like hell.. can't breath.. its like a. like a big fat arrow.. lie arrow.. fucking feathers and all.. so fucking 
funny how it's all is.. hic." She closed her eyes and dropped her head on my shoulder. | tried to stand her up 
to free my hand to manipulate the passenger side door. She slid down laughing and | caught her just as she 
was about to hit the pavement. Fuck! Somehow | managed to get her in the car and she turned to me. 
"Don't take me home.. please.. | can't go there.. anywhere, but home." 

"Angel, James is probably going crazy, let me at least call him." 

"No fucking way!" 


“Angel..” 


"Jason.. take me out of this.. can you? Take me somewhere far.. somewhere.. where | can just die.. somewhere 


he'll never find me.. | can't.. | cant see him right now.. it hurts too much.." 

"lIl take you to my place.. tell me what the hell happened?" 

"You know what happened, you were part of it.. | know, the whore told me.. you all knew.. you all fucked her.. 
for years.. same whore.. tell me, you're a guy right? Tell me.. if you had a wife, who loves you, would you 
cheat? No.. don't answer.. | forgave him everything.. when is it enough? | even forgave him when he.. when he.. 
hurt me.." 

"Angel, what the fuck are you talking about? James loves you more than anything!” 

"Apperenf.. apperantfff.. oh fuck it.. he doesn't loves me enough to tell me the truth." 

"Angel, you're wrong, | know, he loves you to death." 


"Not enough.” 


"| don't know what brought all this about, | was with him at all times on the tours.. and | know he did some 


stupid shit, but rarely.. Angel, he.. you said you were okay with that... and.” 


| was okay with the groupies.. they're nothing.. | know that, | see that all the time, | know how it is.. some girl 
flashes her tits at my guys and their dicks act before their drunk minds.. they never remember the names or 
faces of those cocksuckers.. they're discarded like a used condom as soon as they're off their dicks. This was 
different! This was intended! He wanted her over and over again, the same woman! He planned and looked 


forward to fucking her for years! She was.. she was.. Jason, she was the OTHER WOMAN! He chose her over 
me.." Angel closed her eyes and | saw tears running down her face, her eyes flew open and she looked at me. 


Is she better than me? Tell me.. if you were in his place.. would you loved me enough?" 


"| always did." The answer flew off my lips before | even comprehended the meaning of the words | said. Fuck.. 


| held my breath and looked at Angel, her deep green eyes blinked as she smiled at me. 


"You're a good guy Jason.. good friend." Her head slid off the back of the seat, hitting the car window and she 
drifted away in a drunk haze. | sat her up and she slid to the other side, falling on my shoulder and | froze, 
looking at her face so close to mine for the first time ever. Her long wet lashes twitched and her lips parted 


just inches from mine. 


"| would give up the whole world for you." My fingers hovered above her lips, not daring to touch and | 
lowered my lips, stopping just a hair away. No.. Jason.. don't go there.. You are a good guy.. she's hurting and 
drunk.. you can't.. not like this, not stealing.. Come on, just one kiss.. you've longed for that so many years.. just 
a taste.. No.. | pulled back, carefully pushing Angel back to her seat and started the car. Fuck.. 


I'm a fucking good guy.. | would never.. as pissed off at James as | was right now, | would never do that to 
him. | know just how much that stupid, lucky son of the bitch loves her, and | know how much she loves him. 
Here is your answer Jason.. it was always like this, and it will never change. His band, his rules, his music, his 


wife.. all his and you can't have it. 


Lost in my thoughts, | arrived to my house, parked the car, and pulled my cell phone out. | turned it off this 

evening, not wanting to talk to anyone, just trying to think everything clearly and now.. Fuck.. | should call him. | 
turned my phone on and froze.. no. she asked me not to.. Fuck! What should | do? The phone came alive in my 
hands, making me jump and | saw James' name flashing on the screen Fuck! | looked at Angel, then back at the 
phone, and pushed the disconnect button. Shit! The last thing | wanted was to be in the middle of this.. | just 

wish it was me with her.. all those years.. I'm going to call James later, when she's asleep, and when he comes 
to my place I'm going to fucking kill him for hurting her like that. Angel opened her eyes and looked out of the 


car window. 

"Where are we?" 

"My house.. " | opened the door and helped her out. 

Oh. right.. do you have something to drink?" 

"| have coffee." 

"Only if you put some cyanide in it.. have anything that burns? | need to be numb.. don't judge me Jason.. don't 


fucking do that.. I'm in pain and | want it to stop!" The tears rolled from her eyes, dropping from her face. I'm 
going to fucking kill him! 


We settled in the kitchen with a half-full bottle of whiskey and Angel finally told me everything that happened. 
Renee.. | completely forgot about her.. shit... | sighed and looked at my phone. 


"Angel. let me call James.. please, you two need to talk and--" 
"No! Jason.. | can't see him right now, | just can't!" 
"Angel, you left him without saying anything, he's worried sick, he--" 


"Don't give a fuck. Now, give me something more to drink, this is bloody empty." She slammed empty whiskey 
bottle on the table. "Or let me drive to the nearest bar, seems like the more | drink the sober | get." 


"Yeah, right, sober.. | would never let you drive like this.. but really, you should stop.. get some sleep an--" 
"No, | need more." 
"Let me at least tell him you're safe.. just that, not telling where you are or just--" 


"Jason, do you know me? Do you know what I'm like when I'm angry at someone? I'm beyond angry, beyond 
pissed off. | left so fast for one and one reason only.. if | would've stayed for one more second." She closed 
her eyes and when she opened them again | shivered when | saw them burning with hate. "I would've killed that 


bitch. | had to pull all my strength to just walk away. You have no idea now hard it was for me." 


(James' POV) 


| lost count of how many times | dialed Angel's number and got the voice mail. | left messages until her mail 
box was full. | borrowed Slash's car and was driving around the city like a lunatic, feeling more and more 
terrified with every minute. Kirk and Lars quickly drove their wives home and were checking all the places 
they could think off, calling me time to time with nothing. She wasn't home, no one saw her, she just 
disappeared. | was on the edge of my sanity when | finally got a call from Kirk. He said someone saw her 
drinking in a small bar downtown and | drove there, flooring the gas pedal all the way, but found a half empty 


bar. 


The bartender told me that Jason came and got her a little over two hours ago. He didn't call me, didn't 
answer his phone when | was calling him.. What the fuck? He found my wife drunk and didn't call me! Fuck! | 
know he was so pissed off at me that he didn't even show up at Slash's party, but to do this? What the fuckl? 


| dialed his number over and over again, racing to his house. 


By the time | reached his door | was furious, | could physically feel the anger boiling in my veins and tightening 
my fists. | saw shadows moving in the window of his bedroom and kicked the door in, grinding my teeth. | 
quickly made my way in and almost ran into the bedroom. Angel was sitting on the bed and Jason was sitting 


by her side with his arm around her shoulders. My blood hit my brain and | saw red. | barely held my growl, 


but when my wife's tear-filled eyes rose up to me, my heart sunk, flopping painfully at the bottom of my 
stomach. The cold shivers pushed my anger aside, returning the pain of guilt. 


"Angel..” 


"Go away James, please just go away. | don't want to see you right now. | can't.. not now!" She lowered her face 


into her hands. Jason looked at me and stood up in an attempt to leave the room but froze at the side of the 


bed, not sure what to do. 
"Angel, please let me explain.. she meant nothing.. nothing at all.. Angel, baby.” 


"Don't you dare ‘baby’ me! You lied.. she meant enough to you to lie to mel" She looked right at me and | read 
pain in her eyes, that pain resonated with my own and my heart flipped, rising to my throat. 


"It all caught me off guard.. | just.. | didn't know how to.. | didn't want to.. I'm sorry.. | just panicked.” 


"Why? Why would you panic if, as you say, she meant nothing? James, I've had enough lies for today.. just go 


away." 

"Angel please.." | stepped closer but she pushed me away, standing up. 

"Please what? Please, forgive you again? Please, let you wipe you feet on your ever-forgiving wife?" 

"If | could erase it all.. | would give anything | have for that..." 

"You gave everything you have for her! You threw away us for her, you betrayed me with a whore!" 

"l'm so sorry.. | wasn't thinking... just like the groupies... 

"No, not like the groupies. You don't remember your groupies’ names, you don't know their phone numbers, you 
never ask them to meet you again, and you never go for seconds! She wasn't just a groupie!" | saw a fire 
burning in my wife's eyes and | wished that this fire would burn me to crisp, just kill me right where | stood. 
I'd happily give my life to erase her pain.. the pain | caused. 

"Angel." The lump in my throat choked my words. 

"What? | was an angel for so many years, forgiving you everything!" 

"l'm sorry." Oh.. God, I'm so sorry.. | wish it had never happened, | wish it all just disappeared.. 

"What was it, James? Tell me, | want to know, what was it about her that made you want her over and over 


for years? Was she better than me? Of course she was, she's a pro after all. Special tricks, let you all watch. 
Is that what it was? Tell mel" Her eyes stared me down, but | choked on my words feeling that nothing | could 


say would save me. She picked up her chin and | read metal notes in her voice. "Maybe that's what was wrong 
with us, maybe | didn't go far enough? Is that what it was? You wanted more and | was too boring for you? 


You like to share your woman, you like to watch, is that it? Oh, | can do that, watch this!" 


(Jason's POV) 


| should leave the room.. | should just go and let them talk. Meanwhile, James stepped closer to Angel and she 
almost backed into me, making me step back. Now | was caught between her and my bed, | was caught in the 
middle of a couple's fight, and knowing their both temperaments | would be better off between two lions... Shit.. 
what should | do? | turned to step toward the door, but Angel turned my way with her last words. Her eyes 


sparkled with tears and | noticed the same hate | saw in her eyes when she talked about Renee. 

She quickly wrapped her arms around my neck and before | could comprehend what was happening her lips 
devoured mine. The kiss I'd wanted for so many years clouded my mind and | unconsciously gripped her waist, 
my brain protested my reaction to push her away and my grip got tighter, somewhere in the background of 


my bewitched moment | heard James roar. 


"Don't! Jason! I'm going to fucking kill youl" The words finally registered in my mind and | pushed Angel away, 
but she pressed me closer and | felt her hand sliding to my groin Her feverish words followed. 


"Come on Jason, help me out here, just pretend l'm one of your models.. my husband like to watch, let's give 


him a good show." 


| couldn't believe the words | heard and stepped back, tripping over the bed and losing my balance, falling on my 
back. 


"Much better!" With the speed of lightning Angel was on top of me. 
"Angel don't... stop it.. please." My broken words came out in a whisper that was consumed by James’ growl. 
“Stop itl" 


In a split second Angel's body was ripped away from mine, | sat up on the bed in a haze, only to go back down 


with the blow of James' fist. His roar of a wounded animal shook the room. 


"You fucker! This is what you wanted all along, isn't it? Drooling over her all this time!" He pulled me up and 
easily smashed my body into the wall. "Is that why you brought her here? To pull her into your bed! You're 
fucking dead!" Another blow resonated in my head. 


"Don't hurt him! He didn't do anything!" Angel pulled on James' arm, pushing him away, but unable to stop 
another hit. 


(Angel's POV) 


My body was shaking with anger, my demons took over my mind, seeing James taking his anger out on his 
friend, the words he was saying twisting my stomach. Without thinking, | grabbed the lamp from the 
nightstand and raised it over my head, but at the last moment James turned to me and as out eyes met for 
a split second, | read his thoughts loud and clear. He wasn't going to stop me, he wasn't going to avoid the hit, 
he was ready to accept it. My heart sank, my hand shook, and the lamp smashed on the wall beside Jason, 


raining broken pieces on the floor. | heard my own raised voice. 


"Out, get out! Both of you! Just leave me alone! Get the fuck out! Out" The statue that was standing on the 
dresser went flying across the room, demolishing another lamp on it's way. The pot with an orchid flew in the 
opposite direction and crashed into the closing door. Unable to stop, | released a low growl, picking up a chair 
and sending it into the wall above the bed. My mind was completely consumed by my fury, and now the empty 


room was about to pay the price. 


Pictures off the walls, the bedding, chairs, nothing was spared. My mind lost control of my body, letting it turn 
into a demolishing machine. After a few minutes of animal rage, | looked over the room to find the next victim, 
and saw my face twisted in anger. My fists smashed the dresser mirror and it dropped at my feet. | looked 
down and my broken reflection looked back at me. Something snapped inside of me, disconnecting me from the 


moment, | felt drained and powerless and dropped to my knees, breathing heavily and choking on my tears. 


In the eyes of the reflection | saw unbearable pain, my fingers danced over shattered glass, following the 
broken image. James.. how could you? How could you do this to me? So much pain.. James.. | looked closer in 


the eyes of my reflection. 


"You can't love him.. you can't forgive him for that.. you can't.. not this time.. this is the end." My reflection 
answered with eyes full of tears, and | smashed my fists on the glass to break the last surviving parts, the 
last surviving pleas of love. | hit the mirror again and again, leaving bloody splashes and felling sharp sparkling 
pieces burying themselves into my skin, but that pain was nothing compared to the pain of betrayal. 


| want it to stop, | wish | can die to stop it! Die.. my fingers froze over a long piece of glass and | slowly picked 
it up. | needed to cut this pain out.. | needed to stop it, | have to stop it.. | brought the razor sharp tip to my 
wrist and pressed it harder to my skin One quick move.. open the veins.. bleed this pain out of me.. | swallowed 


and closed my eyes. One quick move... my heart slowed down, pulsating the countdown to the end. One.. two.. 


Something slithered off my neck and | opened my eyes. My heart-lock fell down on the smashed mirror, 
opening right in front of me. The smiling faces of my kids snapped my conscious mind back into reality and | 
dropped the piece of glass, gripping onto the pendant. My babies.. | can't leave you.. 


| dropped down on the floor, pressing my heart-lock to my chest and weeping. This is how it all ends.. Broken 


love, broken body.. broken heart, on a broken mirror.. 


(Jason's POV) 


A few hours later, the faded shadow of the woman | knew stepped out from the bedroom. James jumped to 


his feet and froze in place when her eyes drifted over him to me. 


‘Jason. l'm sorry about all this.. I'll send someone to replace everything.. l. I'm sorry | let my demons out.. I'm 


sorry you got in the middle of this." 
"Don't worry about that.. its nothing... just things... 


"No, I'll pay for the damage.. at least for the one that can be fixed" She moved her eyes to James. "I'm going 
to the airport.. | called the pilot and my cab is here.." 


"Angel, let me take you to the hospital first, your hands.." He whispered and stepped to her, but she walked 
past him. 


"They can't fix this, James.. no one can 

"Angel, please.. we can't talk in front of the kids, lets go home and." 

She walked to the door, put her hand on the door handle, and turned. 
"We're not going to talk in front of them.. there is nothing more to say." 


‘Okay. anything you say.. we're going home to London and." James took his keys from the table, but Angel 
raised her hand. 


‘lm going home to London.. you're not coming with me, James." Her eyes teared up and she swallowed. "I can't 
stop loving you, but | can't be with you.. | wish | could just order my heart.. what's left of it, to stop loving 
you.. | wish it was easier.. you betrayed me, James.. | can't be with you." 


“Angel.. what.. what are you saying?" He choked on his words. 


‘lm leaving you, James.. we're done." Angel lowered her head and opened the door but stopped, turning around 


and walking back to her husband. 
"Angel... don't... please don't.. | beg you... | can't..." 
"You can see the kids anytime you want to.. please don't follow me James, you can't fix this.. you can't fix my 


heart.. it's over." She looked in his eyes, raised her hand, and put something in his palm, then quickly walked 
out, closing the door behind her. 


He opened his palm and sighed, slowly sliding down on the wall, pressing the blood stained ring to his chest. 


"Angel. please don't... please.. | can't live without you." Tears rolled out of his eyes and he covered his face, 


weeping. 


| slowly walked into my bedroom and looked at the blood stained shattered mirror on the floor. My heart 
heavily pounded in my chest.. | know how you feel.. | know running after her wouldn't change anything.. | wish | 
could help.. but there is nothing anyone could do.. it's over. It started with a fight and screams and it's ended 
the same way. Strong emotions.. strong people.. bleeding hearts.. broken glass... 


XXXXI, Bleeding me. 


XXXXI. Bleeding me. 


(Angel's POV) 


Whoever said that time heals all wounds was never hurt like this.. this pain in my bleeding heart didn’t stop, it 
didn't get lighter, it was always there, every day, every moment, it became a part of me. Time went on, days 

turned into weeks, weeks into months.. almost half a year passed in a fog. | tried to distract myself by jumping 
into work, but it wasn't helping.. | couldn't write my music, | couldn't play... it felt as though someone had 


removed the living essence from me. 


Nothing was letting me forget James, he was everywhere, in my children’s’ faces, in the awkward avoidance of 
the topic by my bandmates, in the silent understanding in my mother and my brother's eyes, in the sad faces 
of my friends. | had to pull away from everything, and everyone.. in a desperate attempt to run But there was 


no escape... 


| let the housekeeper go on her vacation, because | couldn't bear to read the sorrow in her voice and face. 
Today | was hopping that something that | hadn't done in a long time, like simple housework, would let me 
escape, but | was wrong.. James was all over the house, his old guitars, his picks, his notes, his clothes, his 
favorite cup.. like a robot | cleaned the house, holding my emotions, but finally broke down and cried over his 


sock, which | found under the couch in the sun-room, nothing was letting me forget him and his betrayal. 


By the time Kat came back from school and the twins returned for their play-day with Bruce's kids, | managed 
to pull myself together. | never brought myself to talk with the kids, | just didn't know how to explain what 
happened and why their Dad and | were apart. The day went on, | took the kids out to dinner and talked to my 
Mom on the phone. The night came and | knew it would be another day, just like this, empty.. worthless.. living 
not because | want to live, but because | have to. | kissed the kids goodnight and pulled the house phone, with 
the messages button flashing, into my bedroom. | pressed ‘play’ and lowered my head on the pillow. 


"Angel. please pick up the phone.. | can't live like this.. | need you.. Angel... please." 


Sharp pain.. a lump closing in my throat.. the agony.. please don't torture me.. | can't.. | pushed the delete 


button, silencing James’ drunk voice. | can't forgive you.. 
Next. 


“Angel, it's Lars. | know you don't want to talk to me.. it was all my focking fault.. it was me who started it all. 
| feel responsible for this whole mess.. and | can understand that you don't ever want to speak to me again, 
but fock.. just please talk to James. He needs you.. Angel.. he's.. he's drowning himself in booze, he's a shadow 
of the man | knew, it's like he's dead inside... it focking hurts to see him like this.. please, just talk." 


Its not your fault Lars, the first time was just a bad drunken decision, everything after that was his 


conscious choice. And he chose her.. 
Delete. Next. 


"IFs Lisa. | guess you turned your phone off. How are you holding up? | left so many messages before, not 
sure if you got them.. If there's anything you need.. | know you said you don't want to see anyone or talk 
about it.. but l'm your friend and | can't see you like this.. maybe if you just talk to him.. Listen to me, | went 
through that, | know how much it hurts.. and | also know it will never go away, the pain will never leave.. talk 


to me.. please just pick up the phone, I'm here for you." 

| can't... l'm not ready, and | don't know if I'll ever be.. 

Delete. Next. 

"Angel, it's Kirk. Um... | really don't know what to say.. | just. | hate to see you both like this.. its not right, it's 
killing you both. Everybody makes mistakes.. just remember all the good you had. You can't just throw all that 
away.. James said you won't talk to him, that you leave the house when he comes to see the kids... l. I'm just 
asking you to give him chance to talk.. please.. just--" 

No.. | can't.. hurts too much to see him.. 

Delete. Next. 

"Baby... | love you.. | neve--" 

Please don't... 

Delete. Next. 

Its Lars again.. what the fock is with this whole voice mail thing? Did you turn off your phone completely? 
Listen.. | don't know if you heard yet.. Jason left the band.. Angel.. James needs you right now more than ever.. 


please just talk.. just--" 


Jason.. | never wanted to hurt you.. | understand you can't stay after all that happened.. but.. don't hurt him.. 


James.. he needs me... no.. | can't! Please Lars, | can't! Call me selfish, but | can't.. 
Delete. Next. 


"Angel, Cindy here. | got your message with the birthday wishes, | just wish you came to my party if only for 
a few minutes.. you can't just close off all you friends.. you need someone right now. Let me help you through 


this. Me and Max are here for you, call me." 


| didn't want to ruin your happy day with my pain.. forgive me.. 

Delete. Next. 

‘Its Lars again.. do you ever pick up your focking phone? | hope you at least listen to the messages... fock.. | 
don't know what else to say.. | just wish all this never happened, | wish | never met that whore. Angel, I'm so 
sorry.. | beg you, please talk to James.. he's falling apart.. he's--" 

Delete. Next. 

"Angel. | love you.. | love you more than anything in this world, | can't live without you, | need you.. I'm empty 
without you.. please.. please talk to me.. tell me what can | do to take your pain away.. Angel, baby.. please just 


talk to me.. | can't.. |--" 


Sharp pain twisted my heart and tears soaked into the pillow. Please don't... | cant trust you, and without trust 


| can't be with you.. | can't.. please let me go.. 


No escape.. he's in my heart, in my mind, in the empty pillow on my bed.. always.. | can't live without you.. and 
| can't live with you.. and it hurts so much to live.. 


(James' POV) 

| know, | wait my whole lifetime for you.. | search outside, | search inside, for you.. please take back what you 
left me.. please.. take it back.. forgive me.. the more | search the more my need for you.. the more | try the 
more | bleed for you.. hear me.. hold me.. stitch me together.. forgive me.. even if | can't forgive myself.. 
"James. James.. James!" Lars appeared at my side and my mind snapped back to reality. 


"What?" 


"You just missed the focking intro.. l.. nothing.. maybe we better quit for today. Tomorrow | plan to take Skyler 


to a restaurant.. it's our anniver--.. fock.. sorry... 
"What day is it?" 
"Friday..." 


"What month?" 


"James... it's July." 


"What date?" 
"Eight." 
"I need to go to London.. tomorrow is Kat's birthday." 


Hold me.. hear me.. help me.. or kill me.. 


(Kat's POV) 


| ran as fast as | could to my room, feeling my tears choking me. | dropped to the floor on my closet, closing 
the door and letting my tears run freely. It was suppose to be my happy day, my eleventh birthday, but it 
wasn't so happy. I've noticed before that something was wrong for the last five months, we only spent time 
with one parent at a time. Dad's short visits, Mom always in the studio when he's with us. Dad never staying 
over night.. | thought they were just extra busy with their work, but today | overheard a conversation that 
made me run in tears. My parents are separated.. Why? Didn't they love us? Why do adults have to always 
put themselves first? What about us? | knew a few children in my school who's parents were divorced, but 


never in a million years did | think my family would be a broken one.. 


They always loved each other so much, they never fought.. if they did, Mom was always winning and they 
always ended up kissing and hugging after.. what happened? Why were they apart all of a sudden? Why couldn't 
they just kiss and make up, like always? What if they got divorced? | don't want this! | want them to be 
together, always, all of us together, forever! | want us to be happy, why do they have to ruin everything? | 
pulled a tee shirt off the hunger and covered my face. | don't want it! | don't want it.. | dont want it.. 


(James' POV) 


| saw Kat run past me to her room and at first | thought she was just going to get something she needed, but 
as time went on and the birthday girl was still missing in action, | decided to check up on her. | made my way 
upstairs and for a second froze on the stairs, looking up to the third floor.. our bedroom.. | haven't been there 
for so long.. | breathed in and put my foot on the first stair, but something caught my attention. A quiet 


weeping was coming from behind the closed door of my baby's room. 


‘Kitty-Kat, are you here?" | stepped into the empty room, the sound was coming from the closet. | opened the 
tightly closed door and saw my baby curled up on the floor, sobbing into her tee shirt. 


"Baby, what's wrong?" 


She looked at me with tear-filled eyes and | picked her up in my arms. "Why are you crying? Did someone hurt 


you?" 


"Yeah, someone did.. you and Mom did" 
Oh, fuck.. she knows.. who told her? | going to fucking kill that piece of shit! 
Kitty." | breathed out, searching my mind for the right words. 


"Why? Why did you have to ruin it? Don't you love us anymore?" Her body shook in sobs and | pressed her to 


me. 
"No, baby, of course | do! Nothing would ever make me stop loving youl" 

"Dont you love Mom?" She looked into my eyes. So dark green. just like her mother's... Angel. 
"| love her with all my heart" The lump in my throat started to grow and swallowed 


"Then why aren't you together?" Green eyes full of tears blinked, sending tears rolling down. Green eyes full of 


tears.. just like her mother.. 
"Baby, who told you that?" 


"| heard uncle Steve talking to uncle Kirk." | knew sooner or later it would happen.. | was hoping for later.. or 


never.. | was hoping.. Hear me.. hold me.. stitch me together.. 


"Baby.. Mom is just.. | hurt her.. | did something very bad and she's.. she has every right to be mad at me.. 


its all my fault.. l'm sorry." My voice broke into a whisper. 


"Then you have to fix it. | don't want you to get divorced" Green eyes teared up again and my heart skipped. 
All my fault.. | hurt my Angel, | hurt my baby girl.. I'm a monster.. | brought pain to everyone | love.. 


Oh... sweety... l'm trying.. | don't know if | can." Suffocating lump.. heavy heart.. 


"You have to! Dad, please fix it! You have to try harder, you have to tell Mom that you're sorry and she'll 


forgive you." 


"I tried.. baby, this time it's.. | don't think she'll forgive me.. l.. | hurt her very badly and." No.. | can't say it.. | 


can't even think this.. | can't accept this.. not the end.. | can't take it! I'm bleeding me.. please.. save me.. 
"You have to fix it.. | dont want you fighting. | want us together!" 
"Some things you just can't fix." A whisper-sob pushed through my closed up throat. 


| pressed my baby girl to my chest and felt my tears running down my cheeks. Can you fix a broken heart? 


Can you fix broken trust? Can you heal a bleeding love? | wish | could.. | wish | knew how.. hear me.. help me.. 


XXXII. Innocent Exile. 


XXXXIl. Innocent Exile. 


(Kat's POV) 


The room and the outside of the window were as dark as my thoughts. | looked at the clock and gripped my 
backpack tighter, one more hour. | hope my plan works, | hope it all works. | was desperate, | had to do 
something, and | came up with a great idea At least at the time is seemed great.. it took me two days to 
organize everything. | had to call Nicholas for help, he was the oldest one | knew, but most importantly, he had 
a boat. 


Of course | didn't plan to just ran away and get in trouble, | wanted my parents to think | was missing.. The 
idea came to me at night after my birthday party. | thought back to the day when | found out the horrible 


news. 


After my birthday party was over and the guests left, Mom was taking her time finishing cleaning the kitchen, 
and Dad was taking the garbage out, not one word between them. Both of them talked to the guests with the 
same ghost smiles, it was so strange to see them in the same room and not hugging, not looking at each other 


with smiles. 


All day Dad was looking at Mom and a few times he tried to talk to her, but every time she just shook her 
head and walked away. For most of the day she was avoiding him, but | saw her wiping tears away in the 
kitchen, when she thought no one could see her. | couldn't understand it, if they both felt bad, why didn't they 
just talk? | wanted it to be back like it was, a happy family, a house full of laughs. 


Both of them separately came to my room to say goodnight, Mom was the last one and | was about to ask 
her why she was so mad at Dad, but her eyes were so sad, | didn't say anything. | peeked out of my room 
when Mom just stepped out and Dad was coming out from the twins' room, | froze by the door, watching 


them with hope and held my breath when Dad spoke. 
"Angel." 


"Please don't... | can't." She passed him, leaving him standing in the corridor and looking at her back with tears 


in his eyes. 


| closed the door and climbed on the windowsill, pulling my knees to my chest. | knew why she was so mad, | 
knew why she wouldn't talk to him. | eavesdropped all day and found out that Dad lied to her. Mom always told 
us that lying is worse than whatever you try to cover up with it. She said it's better to come clean and take 


the punishment, then get yourself a temporary delay, because the truth always come out, sooner or later, and 


then you're stuck paying for two deeds instead of one. | didn't know what Dad did, that he lied about, but it had 


to be something very bad if Mom was mad at him for so long. 


The next morning my cousin Austin called me asking if he left his CD in my room, we started talking and | 
remembered that his parents were on the verge of divorce when his little brother got sick. They spent days 
in the hospital together in the same room, worried about him, and completely forgot what they were fighting 
about. That was it! After | hung up with Austin my mind started to make plans. At first | tried to figure out a 
way to get sick, but then the doctors would figure out that | was pretending and it would all be pointless. | 
thought that | could eat something bad to get sick, but then | actually will be sick and they will stick me with 


those horrible needles. No. 

My mind was on fire for half the day, trying to figure out a way, and then | remembered that Grandma was 
angry with grandpa Phil, he even moved out, but then Mom went missing, he came back and she just cried on 
his shoulder. That's when the plan started to form in my mind. If I'm missing, they would need each other, 
they will be worried together. 

It took me a long phone conversation with Nicholas to get him to help. All | needed was a place where | could 
hide for a few days, and his boat was the perfect hideout, plus | needed him to tell me when my parents were 
back together so | could come back home. He finally agreed to help after | blackmail him. A few months ago | 
accidentally saw him smoking, the smell was different from normal cigarettes, he asked me not to sell him out. 
| would've kept my word, but | needed Nicholas‘ help and this was the only thing | had on him. 

| looked back at the clock and got up, pulling my backpack up. Okay, Nicholas will be here waiting by the gate in 
his car in half an hour, | need to sneak out through my brothers’ room, | planned to use the trellis with the 
climbing roses under their window to get down. | pulled my sweater on and carefully stepped out of my room, 
listening to the quiet house. | looked up the stairs where my parents’ bedroom was and whispered. 


‘lm sorry | have to make you worry Mom, but | need you to talk to Dad and forgive him." 


| opened the door to the twins' room and closed it tightly behind me, making my way to the window. | looked 
back at my brothers and slid the window open 


"What are you doing?" | turned and saw Ray sitting up in his bed, rubbing his eyes. 

"Sssshhhh... I'm just going for a walk, go back to sleep." 

"Why are you going through the window?" Max sat up in his bed. Oh shit.. they will wake Mom up.. 
"Would you two please be quiet! I'm going through the window because | don't want to wake anyone." 
"Why do you have a backpack with you?" Ray stood up. 


"Boys... I'm just.. I'm going away for a while.. I'll be okay and | want you to keep it a secret. Mom and Dad are.. | 


want to make them worry about me missing so they stop fighting.” There, that's the best way | could explain 
it. 


"Ohh, you're gonna be in so much trouble! Dad will ground you for ever!" 

"If that's what | have to do to get them back together, | don't care. | don't want them to get divorced" 
"Whats a divorce?" 

"Its when people don't live together anymore. 

"| dont want them to do that! | want to help.” 

"Me too!" 

"Then don't tell anyone you saw me, okay?" 

"You going alone in the dark? But Dad told us to protect you, ‘coz we're your brothers.. welll go with youl" 


"No! Absolutely not! You'll stay here and watch over Mom, and I'll be back when they stop fighting. I'll be okay, 


| promise." 


"Mom has Dad and uncle Bruce and all the other uncles, you're going alone. Nope, we're going with you and we'll 
protect you." 


"Or I'll scream and wake Mom up." 

"Max, don't! Okay.. okay.. be quiet, let me think." Goddammit! What am | supposed to do now? | can't take two 
five-year-olds with me, then | really wil be in trouble. On the other hand, they will tell Mom that I'm doing it 
just to get them back together.. and my plan will be ruined.. bloody hell! I'm so going to be killed for this, when 


it's over.. 


Fine, you both get dressed, be quiet, and pack some clothes. I'll see if everyone's still asleep and we can sneak 
out through the door, | don't want you to break your necks climbing out the window.." 


"Cool, we're gonna have an adventure!" 
"And we're gonna help Mom and Dad!" 


We sneaked out from the house, rushing through the gates, and Nicholas greeted us with a loud, angry 
whisper. 


"What the hell is this? You said you'd be alone!" 


"| was planning to be alone, they just gave me no choice." | whispered back, shoving my backpack into the back 


seat of his car and watching my brothers jump in with smiling faces. 


"Kat, this is a bad idea. Maybe we should just stop. Can you even imagine what this going to do to your 
parents? Not to mention the whipping you'll get when it's over." 


"We're going as planned, you can't back out on me now, | need your help, you promised!" 
"Bloody hell.. when my father finds out, when your father.. they're going to kill me." 


"They'll never know, no one will ever know. When my parents are back together you'll let us know and we'll 
come back. All you have to do is drive us back to the corner and we'll walk home from there. No one will ever 


know you were involved, | promise." 
"You promise. what about them?" 


"We're not gonna tell on you, right Max?" Ray's face stuck out from the back seat and he turned to his 
brother. 


"Right, we won't tell anyone." Max closed the imaginary zipper on his lips and smiled widely. 


Shit... okay, here are the rules. On the boat, you'll touch nothing. There's food in the fridge, two beds, the boat 
is docked and there's other boats around it, so no running around, someone will see you. No coming up, no going 
off the boat, keep the door locked. I'll leave you my old cellphone, call me if you need anything. | can't stay with 


you, so you're on your own. Got it?" 
"Thanks, Nicholas." 


He signed, starting the car, and | looked back at my house. I'm sorry.. | have to do this. I'm not doing this to 


hurt you, I'm doing this to save our family. As soon as you make up, we'll be back, save and sound, | promise. 


(James' POV) 


| raced through the streets of London like a mad man, ignoring speed limits and yield signs. One thought had 
been pounding in my head since | got the call from Angel. Not again.. Please not again.. | ran from the car to 
the house and walked into the crowded living room. My eyes skipped over the familiar and unfamiliar faces and 
stopped on Angel. She was standing by the window, with her arms tightly wrapped around her. | walked to her, 
wanting just to hug her, hold her in my arms and be together in this pain, but ended up stopping right behind 
her, not sure if she'd let me closer. 


"Angel." | didn't recognize my own voice, distorted by the choking lump in my throat. She turned her pale face 


to me, dark circles under he eyes, and stepped closer, lowering her head to my chest. 


"James, | want them back." Her whisper made my blood pounding heavily in my temples, and my chest 
tightened as | exhaled, pulling her closer. Her tears soaked through my shirt, absorbing all the way down and 


burning my heart. 


(Nicholas: POV) 


My family stepped out of the car and | froze for a second at the sight of police cars and search dogs. Fuck. 
what did | get myself into.. what the hell was | thinking! | wasn't thinking at all.. | let an eleven year old talk me 
into this bloody mess.. an for what? So my father wouldn't know about the pot? | was such an idiot! Shit... this 
is bad. it's all very bad.. if they find out it was me.. oh, I'm dead.. I'm so fucking dead, bloody helll 


"Come on Nicholas, lets go in" My father closed the car door, and | barely held myself from jumping at the 


loud clink. My mom turned to me with a worried face. 
"Honey, are you okay? You look a bit pale." 


"l'm fine." I'm so not fine! l'm so dead! | followed my parents to the front door and felt fear crawling down my 


spine when one of the search dogs turned to me, sniffling at my leg. 
"Don't worry, he won't bite. Rex, sit" The policeman pulled the dog back from me and smiled. 


| gave him a ghost smile and stepped into the house on shaking legs. The guilt that | felt all night hit a boiling 
point, making my gut twist when | saw my parents making their way to the Hetfields. | saw aunt Angel's face 
full of grief, and squeezed the phone in my pocket, walking aside, trying to be invisible. All | wanted was to 
drive to my boat and bring the kids back, screw the pot, screw the punishment, nothing is worth seeing all 
this, but | couldn't leave so soon without my father getting suspicious. Okay, I'll find out what they know first, 
and then come up with some lie as to why | have to leave.. then I'll bring the kids back.. leave them a few 
blocks away, then drive around for a hour or so, and come back later. That way, unless Kat sells me out, no 
one will know | was involved. Maybe | should just tell them.. no.. there's a chance to get out of it clean, and I'l 


take it. 


After a few hours of listening to people talk, | got that the police knew that the kids left on their own. They 
also knew that someone picked them up by the gates, they were looking for a car with matching tires. 
Detective Brook sent the tire search through FBI channels, and Scotland Yard was doing the local search. Sooner 
or later, they'd figure out who's car it was.. sooner or later, they'd know it's me. Bloody hell.. I'm calling it off, 
right now, before it's too late. | stood up on my numb legs, making my way to the patio door and overheard 
my father's words. 


"Angel, | know you're not on the best terms with God.. but, just give it a try.. it couldn't hurt" 

"Nicko, | would do anything to get them back.. | just.. don't think God would hear me.. the last time | prayed | 
was thirteen.. and he failed me.. | don't think he would hear the voice of the damned.. either way.. | don't know 
what to say..” 

"Just say what's in your heart.. you don't have to say it out loud. Ill pray with you." My father took Angel's 
hands in his and closed his eyes. There he goes again.. l'm happy that he found the religion, but.. | wish he kept 
it to himself.. not everyone is a believer. | sneaked by them, hurrying into the privacy of the backyard and 
pulling my phone out. 

"Kat, get your things, l'm coming to get you." 

"Did they make up?" 


It doesn't matter, they know you ran away. It's all.. the police and FBI are here, search dogs.. l'm coming to get 
you right now." 


"You can't! They need more time, its too soon, we're staying here." 

"No, you put them through enough, I'm coming to get you." 

| hung up the phone and walked back in. "Dad, | need to borrow your car." 

"What for, and now? Can it wait?" 

"No it can't wait. | promised someone to pick them up.. before all this." | could barely stand looking into my 
father's eyes. Oh hell.. It all started with a small lie, and escalated to more lies.. and when it's all out.. maybe if 
| just say the truth right now.. no.. just go and get them. 

"Okay.. a promise is a promise." He handed me his keys and | almost ran to the car. 

| made it to the dock in record time and saw Kat on the pier, pacing by the boat. Great.. now all the neighbors 
will see me and her together. Fucking great! 

(Angel's POV) 

| closed my eyes and breathed in. Say what's in your heart.. pull everything that's in my heart. Pain.. there's 
so much pain in my heart.. God.. l.. | don't know if you can hear me.. if you've ever heard me. | was so angry 
with you for so many years.. | know that I'm damned in your eyes forever, but.. my children can't be the ones 


to pay for my sin. Spare them.. let them come back.. please.. I'll do anything you ask of me.. just bring them 
back.. | want them back, | want them safe.. at least give me a sign that they're safe.. Please.. 


Tear slowly crept over my cheek and | breathed out, trying to feel the answer, but all | could feel was the 
burning iron fist squeezing my heart, leaving the rest of my body ice cold, almost nonexistent. Nothing.. a 
thought entered my mind, twisting my insides. My kids ran away because l'm a bad mother.. it's all my fault.. 
and now they're somewhere.. in the hands of God knows who.. all my fault.. | opened my eyes and looked over 
the room full of people. Lars was holding hands with his wife, face worried.. Kirk in the corner, talking with 
Bruce, my mother sitting on the couch, her hands nervously moving along the edge of her skirt, Phill's hand on 
her shoulder. Steve by the window with Lisa by his side, Max and Cindy.. multiple people in uniforms moving 
around the room, Ray with a phone in his hand. 


All of the sudden | felt alone, standing in the dark, bleeding with unbearable pain that was pulsating from every 
cell of my body. It consumed me, thickening, surrounding me, drowning me, suffocating me. One thought 
hammered in my mind, | want them back.. | want my kids with me! | wanted to voice it, but my scream stuck 
somewhere in my chest, expanding and ripping through my rib cage. | tried to breath in but choked with my 
own tears. James' hands landed on my shoulders, tightening, and that embrace pushed the fog of insanity back, 
it pulled me out of the darkness. I'm not alone.. | leaned back into his arms, unable to stop my tears, letting my 


pain out in an almost animal howl. 


"Angel, baby, we'll get them back.. we'll get them back.. any minute now, they'll come back to us." He choked, 
burying his face in my neck, and | felt him shaking with a silent cry. | turned, pressing his head to me, stroking 
his hair, feeling as one with my love. The memories of our life together flooded my head, images started to 


change, like someone was playing them one after another in my mind. 


The day we met, the day we got together, happy days on our tour, the day we got married, Kat's birth. A 
spinning carousel of images brought feelings with it. Warmth, belonging, love.. The images continued to play, the 
day James was burned, the day | found out | was pregnant with the boys, the day James found me in 
Cambodia.. his voice calling me,when | was lost in Limbo.. The spinning slowed down and got stuck on one picture. 
Limbo.. Scalding cold fingers griped my mind and my heart flipped in my chest, seizing in horror. Limbo! | felt 


my body tense and go limp, but James’ arms caught me. 
"Angel, what's wrong?" 


‘Limbo! Oh, no.. it can't be.. no.. no.. not... no." | gripped into his shirt, shaking my head, sending tears running 
over my face. My heart fluttered in my chest, ready to jump out in terror. "No. please God no!" 


"What are you talking about?" James' eyes peered into mine. | felt my body shaking, the cold grip of fear 
turning into fire, burning through my spine, my mind drowned in its own scream, letting go of reality, unable 


to accept it. | gripped my head, trying to silence my own horrible thoughts. 


"They were this age when | saw them there! They were this age! They were therel! In Limbo at this agelll" My 
heart heavily pounded in my temples. 


"No.. don't say that.. don't even think that.. no.. not our boys.. no.. don't.. no.. don't you dare think that!" James 


pulled me to him, pressing my head to his chest. | breathed in his pain, desperately trying to silence the voice 
inside of my head. 


(Kat's POV) 


Nicholas‘ call got me into panic, | was so sure that the plan would work, | just needed more time. | know l'm 
cruel to make them worry, but they worried together. They'd have no choice but be together, and this should 
work.. | know I'm right.. Nic can't take us back now, it's too soon.. | have to give them more time. A sudden 
thought appeared in my mind and | looked back at the boys, who were sleeping on the bed. | can steer the boat 
away, so Nic can't make us to go back, that would give us more time. | quickly ran up to the pier and untied 
the boat, just as | was ready to get back on it, | saw Nicholas’ car. He jumped out and ran to me without 


closing the door. 
"Im taking you back" He grabbed and pulled my hand, dragging me to the car. 

"We're not going! If they're not together all this was for nothing!" | tried to free myself from his grip. 

"| dort carel lm taking you back. | should've never agreed to this!" He pulled me stronger. 

"lil tell your father about the pot!" | tired to play my only card, but Nic turned to me with an angry face. 


"| don't bloody care! | got myself into bigger trouble! You don't get it, the police are looking for matching tires, 
my tiers! Everyone will know it was me! We'll go back and tell them the truth before it's too late." 


"The police may never find who's car it was.. | need to give them more time." | tried to pull back one more 


time, and finally got my hand out of his, stepping back. 


"Kat, you have no idea how worried they are! All this is out of controll" Nicholas caught me by my waist and 
basically shoved me into the passenger seat. 


"Stay here, I'll get the boys." 


"I got everyone in trouble.. for nothing." | dropped my head into my hands, feeling guilty and hopeless. Nicholas 
lowered himself to me and tried to pull my hands off, his voice softened. 


Kat... l'm sorry, but this was a horrible plan to begin with.. | was an idiot.. | should've told you.. | should've use 
my brain. | was so afraid of my father finding out about the pot.. | didn't think straight. God.. | should've act 


like an adult and--" 


A hoarse and loud horn blasted above the waters, making us both look back at the pier. My heart jumped in 
fear when | saw Nicholas’ boat drifting away with the river current, right into the path of the garbage barge. 
There was no way for the huge ship to turn away, it roared with two loud signals in a desperate attempt to 


warn the helpless drifter. | gasped, covering my lips with my hands. Oh no, the twins! My mouth felt dry as 
fear froze me in place and my scream got stuck somewhere in my throat. Nicholas jumped up and raced to 
the end of pier, kicking his clothes off and screaming. 


"Call the police!" 


(Ray's POV) 


| felt like | was back in time, with same people, now my closest friends, same worried faces, same atmosphere 
of fear for loved ones. My eyes skimmed over the room and returned to the pages of the police report. | went 
over it for the thousandth time, hoping there was something | missed, something that would give me more 


clues, something.. 


No forced entry, the door was open from the inside of the house. No unknown finger prints anywhere inside. 
Yes, | know, we swiped the whole house.. Three set of foot prints on the patch of the garden, where children 
crossed by the gazebo. No other prints or traces of anyone inside the property. No phone calls made to 
unknown numbers, only to family and friends. No phone calls made the evening before the disappearance. Tire 
marks found on the small part of the pavement on the left side of the gate. The only clue.. Thankfully the rain 


that came two days ago, washed some dirt in the lower area. 


| lowered the report and closed my eyes. The kids left the house on their own, we know that, but why? Was 
someone luring them away? God knows how many sick predators there are around.. | opened my eyes and 
looked at the Hetfields. No.. | don't want to even think that! But if that was the case.. why take all three? 
Usually predators go for one.. they choose in their preference.. boys or girls.. no.. this is not just a kidnapping.. 


or at least not that kind.. thank God. 


Okay.. what if the kids wanted to run away? This is not the kind of family where kids run away because 
they're not happy, or frightened, or abused. These aren't the kind of parents that would do that.. | know them. 
Maybe that's the problem, | can't think clearly because | know them! Okay, let's pretend this is just another 
cases, forget you know the parents. If children run away from the parents that are abusive, they do it when 
the parents away. In this case it's easy, both touring or in the studio most of the time, plenty of opportunities 
to do it when they're not home. Why now? Why all together? | returned my eyes to the paper and read the 
rest of the report. 


Missing items: Kat's backpack, her jacket, two pairs of jeans and two shirts. Max's favorite camouflage pants, 
his two Iron Maiden shirts, a rain jacket and a pair of boots. Ray's jeans, Metallica and Motorhead shirts and 
sneakers, and both boys' backpacks. Also missing was Ray's CD player, Max's favorite book, and a set of hot 
wheels toy cars. Rooms: Kat's bed was made, everything in her room was in place, according to mother. Is it? 
Did we missed something there? | flew up the stairs into Kat's room. My eyes traced over it, looking for any 
missing pieces, and clues. Nothing... l'm missing something, | know it! | just know it! | hit the wall in frustration 
and one page of the report flew out of the stack, landing on the floor under the chair. | bent to pick it up and 


froze in place, looking at the clear indent in the carpet from the chair legs. 


The chair was moved from it's original position, closer to the window. Does it have anything to do with the 
case? | sat down on the chair and looked around one more time. Right in front of me on the nightstand was a 
clock No one noticed that it was turned away from the bed! She was ready and waiting, watching the clock and 
the road! | ran into the boys' room, scanning the surroundings. Their beds were left uncovered.. as if they 
jumped off their beds in the middle of the night. Their pajamas thrown on the floor.. closet door open.. some 


clothes on the floor.. usual way kids keep their room, or getting ready for an unexpected trip in a hurry? 


Wait.. they jumped off their beds.. | stepped between the beds to the window. Closed, but not locked.. | pulled on 
the frame and looked out. Right below the window, there it was, the trellis. The boys did leave in a hurry, they 
weren't part of the plan! Kat was planning to use that trellis to get down and woke them up! They started 
making noise and she had no choice but to take them with her.. there's no doubt, Kat planned this. But why? 


| returned to the living room, taking my time and slowly making my way to the parents. | have to tell them 
what | discovered.. | hate to do that, but.. it seems like Kat was the master mind, now | needed to know why 
she did it. | tried to prepare myself for the unpleasant and painful conversation. | had to know if there was 
anything that would make an eleven year old girl want to run away. | know my friends asked me to take this 
case because they trusted me.. and also | know | have to do my job.. hurting them with the kind of questions | 


would never want to ask someone | know. 


| looked at James’ face and tried to silence the voice in my head. No, this man would never! | have to ask.. | 
have to.. he will kill me, as soon as | ask the question, he'll kill me. And he would be right to do so, | would kill 
anyone who asked me if | ever abused or.. | can't even think that word in connection to himl.. But | have to ask. 


| stopped dead in my tracks, fighting my emotions, and my assistants voice pulled me out of my thoughts. 

"We got it" He handed me a paper and | looked at the name of the owner of the car and breathed out in relief. 
Oh.. thank God! It's not some stranger, it's.. | looked around the room, wait.. he was just here.. where did he go? 
My eyes caught the figure of Nicko, standing by the Hetfields. Okay.. let's get it all straighten out. Find the kids 
first, then we'll know why. Then I'll ask Kat herself, get the specialist to talk to her, and get it all done. 


"We know who the car belongs to." | touched James' shoulder and Angel let go of her husband, gripping to my 
arm. Both of them breathed out in unison 


"Who?" 

| looked at Nicko and sighed. "Nicholas McBrain." 

They both turned to their friend and he stepped back with an astonished look. 

"My son? But he's.. are you sure? What the fuck? You mean all this time he was the one.. and he didn't say 


anything? I'll call him right now and." Nicko's face turned with anger as he pressed his phone to his ear, and 


looked back at us. 


"Busy. | can't believe it! I'm going to fucking kill him!" He rubbed his forehead and was about to push the end 


call button, when an idea flashed in my head. 


"Give me you phone, we can trace his number, while its in use!" | almost jumped, quickly pulling the phone out 
of the stunned Nicko's hand and ran to my laptop. | entered the number into the GPS program and held my 
breath, pushing the search button. Oh please use it longer... just don't hang up... just a few more minutes.. The 


search seemed to go on forever, and everyone in the room gathered behind me. 


"Come onl!" | couldn't help but voice my impatience, but when the screen lit up with an answer, a wave of chills 


crawled down my spine. Angel and James both gasped, reading the same warning words. 


‘Currently engaged with an emergency police line. Position: Rotherhithe, Hilton Docklands, Nelson Dock Pier.’ 


(Kat's POV) 


Chaos swallowed me. Screams and gasps filled the air but were silenced by the last desperate horns of the 
barge. | watched in horror as the little boat was rammed by the side of the large ship. People started running 
to the pier and the loud crack was followed by a blood chilling scream of some woman | saw Nicholas’ boat 
lean to the side, quickly sinking into the water, and froze with the phone in my hand, unable to speak. | 
breathed in when | saw Nicholas climbing on board the sinking vessel and vanishing below the surface. The 
boat's nose slowly dove down, water rising over board and | gasped, feeling my heart jumping somewhere in my 


throat. No.. please, faster.. please save them.. 


"Please save my brothers!" My insides squeezed a scream, leaving me breathless, and | dropped the phore, 


racing to the end of the pier. 


At the last moment | saw Nicholas throwing something bright orange into the water, two small bodies jumped 
down from the raised stern and | held my breath, waiting for the heads to emerge above the water. The litle 
boat continued to sink, quickly vanishing into the abyss. A few people with life jackets in their hands jumped off 
the barge and a man next to me jumped on his motorboat and sped up, steering in the direction of the 
swimmers. | saw three dark heads above the water, and my body felt heavy, letting go of the tension as my 
knees gave up. My shaking hands held onto the tie poll and | slid down, shaking with tears. Oh, thank God.. 


they're saved.. One woman came to me and tried to pick me up. 
"Sweety, don't cry, they're okay, everyone is safe, no one got hurt.” 


| covered my face with my hands and weeped out loud. "It's all my fault.. | almost killed my brothers.. it's all 
my fault." 


"They're okay, it was just an accident.." 


"No. | untied the boat.. it's my fault." | swallowed and moved closer to the pier tie poll, pulling my legs closer 


and lowering my face into my knees. It's all my fault.. | put everyone in danger.. all my fault.. 


Multiple emergency lights lit the pier and loud sirens flooded everything around. People running, people 
screaming, | saw my brothers stepping off the boat, firefighters wrapping them in blankets, and carrying them 
to the ambulance. Police started questioning bystanders.. | saw Nicholas‘ face.. pale and angry.. he glared at me 
and turned away when someone handed him a blanket.. someone patted him on the shoulder.. | whispered ‘thank 
you' but my voice drowned in the screeching noise of tires. | saw Mom's worried face, Dad by her side, both 


running to the ambulance. 

| stood up, my legs shaking, and saw Ray making his way to the Nicholas with two officers at his side. One said 
something and stepped behind Nicholas, pulling his arms back and | saw handcuffs. No! | ran through the crowd, 
pushing people away and screaming. 


"No! He didn't do anything, it was my fault! He saved them! Don't arrest him! | planned all this, its my fault!" 


Everyone turned to me and | felt someones hands pulling me aside and sweeping me into a hug, another pair of 


hands almost pulled me up in the air. Dad's voice was right by my ear. 
"Kat! Oh. God." 
Mom's lips on my wet face. 


"Oh, thank God you're okay!" | looked up and saw my mother's worried face, eyes swollen from crying, all 


because of me.. | swallowed my guilt and whispered. 


‘lm sorry.. l'm so sorry.. Nicholas didn't do anything, don't let them arrest him." | fought against my parents’ 
arms and they let go of me. | stepped toward Ray and he lowered himself on one knee in front of me. 


"Now's the time for the truth.. and if you wish To talk in private, we can do that. If you have something to 


say, anything at all, anything you want to keep private, | can promise you, | can help." 

| sighed and lowered my eyes. "I asked Nicholas to help me to run away.. | didn't plan to take the twins.. it just 
happened.. it's all my fault.. | planned all this.. | should be the one arrested.. | didn't want to let Nicholas take us 
back and | untied the boat.. we started arguing and it floated away.. I'm sorry.. its all my fault." 


Mom lowered herself to me and looked into my eyes. "No.. it's my.. it's my fault, l'm a bad mother.. | should've 
spent more time with you.. | should've felt that you're unhappy--" 


"Mom, it's nothing like that! | love you and you're the best mother ever! | have the best family, the coolest 


one, a family where everyone loves each other! | am happy!" 


"Then. why did you do it?" 


| hugged my mother, shaking with tears and feeling my father's hands on my shoulders, | sighed again and 
whimpered. 


"| run away to help my family. | thought.. if you worried together, you would forget about the fighting... | didn't 
want you to get a divorce.." My tears choked me and | started to sob. 


Oh... hunny." Mom pressed my head to her chest, hugging me tighter, but | pulled away and looked into her 


eyes. 
"Tell me.. please, tell me you're back together." Dad's hands moved off me and he stepped behind Mom. 


"Kat, you can't do that, you can't bully your Mom into a decision that's not yours to make! You can't 
manipulate people like that! You're so f--" He stop, taking a deep breath. "You're grounded.. you're grounded 
for--" 


"| don't care if you ground me for life! As long as you're back together, | don't care!" 


XXXII. Hf That\'s What It Takes. 


XXXXIll. If That's What It Takes. 


(James' POV) 


After taking the kids to the hospital to make sure they were okay, we finally got back home. Everyone seemed 
to be in a happy mood, but despite the fact that the day was over and everything got settled, and the kids 
were well off in their dream land, none of our friends were in a hurry to leave our house. The girls decided to 
cook and took over the kitchen, while the guys scattered all over the house, pretending to be busy putting 
everything in it's place after the police, but | knew that all of them were waiting for the same thing. | could 


read the question in their eyes, the question | was asking myself, Kat's question which Angel never answered.. 


We were together in pain and fear, she was in my arms, we were as one, | felt it.. but now.. | was lost once 
again. Not sure what to do and how to act. The kids were safe, back in our lives, the fear was gone, but the 
pain, a different pain returned. The pain that was there from the day Angel left me.. the suffocating fog that 


was a part of my life without her surrounded me once again.. torturing me.. killing me.. 


My heart was tearing itself with the antagonistic feelings. On one side | wished nothing more than a second 
chance with my love, but on the other side | couldn't help but feel that it was wrong, it was cruel, to force 
Angel to make a decision right now. | wanted for her to take me back, | wanted it more anything in the whole 
world.. but not like this. And this whole turmoil of feelings leaked out in the form of lyrics, which | wrote down 
while we were waiting in the hospital. | slid my note on Angel's nightstand when we came home, hoping she 
would find it later.. hoping she'd read it.. hoping... just hoping..Words slowly floated in my mind. 


Set sail to sea, but pulled off course by the light of golden treasure. How could he know this new dawns light 
would change his life forever? How can | be lost, if I've got nowhere to go? Searched the sea of gold, how 
come it's got so cold? How can | be lost? In remembrance | relieve. And how can | blame you, when it's me | 


can't forgive? Forgive me... forgive me not.. forgive me.. 


| tried to make sense of my feelings and my thoughts, but was constantly interrupted, responding to the 
shallow and false conversations about stupid things. | decided to step out in the back yard and think in the 
privacy of my favorite part of the garden Lost in my thoughts, | slowly made my way and following the 
winding walkway to our tree. | slid my fingers on the rough bark and rested my forehead on it's trunk, 


whispering. 


| don't know what to do.. | want to talk to her, but | don't want to cause more pain.. | feel so lost.. I'm hurting 


so much.. | can't dare to hope.. but hope is all that's keeping me alive.." 


| don't know how long | stood there, just me and the apple tree, in the quiet and empty garden, before small 


steps behind me made me turn. | saw Angel standing on the walkway with my note in her hand, she looked at 
me and stepped back. 


"James. |.. | didn't know you were here.. | wanted to get away from the house.. and.. l.. I'll just go.. 
"Please stay.” 


She looked at me and | read ‘I'm not ready’ in her eyes. | know.. I'm sorry.. I'll try not to.. She made one unsure 
step back and | felt my heart being pulled with her. No.. please stay.. | need you by me.. She looked down and 
was ready to turn. No. don't.. | need so say something.. anything.. Please.. | won't start the talk you're not 


ready for, just stay with me.. please.. | miss you so much.. don't go.. 
"It got so big." | moved my hand on the tree and held my breath. 


Angel looked back at the house, then hid my note in her pocket and stepped closer to the tree, sliding her left 
hand on it's trunk. 


"| remember when we planted it." 


"When we got married." | moved my hand on the tree just a few inches away from Angel's, and the white line 
on the skin on her ring finger painfully echoed in my heart. | unconsciously moved my other hand to my chest, 
feeling her ring on the chain on my chest. "It was in the autumn, rainy day.. | kept digging the hole and the dirt 
kept sliding back in." 


"You said you hated that fucking tree, but in the winter we found peeled bark on the bottom of the trunk, and 
you were so mad. You waited all day with a bee-bee gun by the tree to shoot the intruder, and when a small 
rabbit showed up and you couldn't help it and said ‘Aaawwww, he's so cute!" Angel turned to me with a fade 


smile on her face. 


"And you started to make fun of me.. saying that a big scawwy man likes a small baby wabbitt." | dared to 


smile back. 

"And you decided to prove yourself manly and tried to shoot it, but | got a hold of the gun, and you ended up 
shooting yourself in the leg.. and then made me promise not to tell anyone how it happened, so we told 
everyone it was a hunting accident” My wife's smile grew bigger. 


"And you never sold me out." | looked into her eyes, feeling my heart trembling in my chest. 


"And a few months after that a big storm went through and we were so worried that our tree wouldn't 


survive.” She turned away, sliding her hand over the old scar on the tree trunk. 


"Yeah.. it broke, but we taped the crack and it lived." | moved my hand closer to Angel's. 


"Not only did it live, but it grew apples. It looked so funny.. it was so small and apples were just covering it.. 
you even had to put a brace against the branches." Her hand froze in place, right by mine. 


"And then we tried the apples and they were so sour.. but we loved them, because we grew them.. and we 
force fed them to our friends and they were all making faces, saying they were the worst apples ever." | 
cackled, remembering the past. Angel's turned back to me, and the fog of my pain rendered, pushed away by 


her smile. 


"And the next year | was waiting for you to come back from tour and didn't touch them, and then we found 
out that we just picked them too early the first time, and they weren't ready." 


"They tasted so good ripe and there were so many of them, you made your first apple pie, and you were so 
proud that it came out tasting amazing.. and so mad at me because | told everyone it was made from our 
apples and no one would try it." | looked into my love's eyes, feeling her pain fading away, replaced by happy 


memories. 


"And you were so happy that your evil plan worked and the pie was all yours." She turned, bracing her back 


against the tree, and smiled again. 


"So the next year, you made it again and you said you bought the apples, and when | saw Bruce eating my pie | 
was so mad." My hand neared her shoulder, but stayed on the bark, not daring to move closer. 


"You looked like two lions fighting over it! | almost heard you both growling at each other.. then he grabbed the 
plate and ran and you chased him all over the house, screaming: ‘I'll fucking kill you!" Angel giggled. 


"That helped, he gave it back! He knew better, that little fucker!" | snorted. 


"And the next year the word spread, but you were sitting in the kitchen waiting for it to cool off, guarding it.. 
so Steve had to pretend that he couldn't turn the outside hose off to lure you away, and Lars and Bruce stole 
the pie and locked themselves in the guest room, dividing it.. and you almost broke the door.." Angel laughed, 
moving her head on the trunk and her hair slid over my skin, sending a hot flash to my heart and making it 
beat faster. 


"So the next year you put two pies on the table, and when | was about to start my fight, you took my hand 
and pulled me here to this tree and there, on that cross of branches was a plate with a my own pie.” | looked 
up the tree, and when my eyes came back to Angel's face, her eyes were peering into mine and my body 


shifted forward, pulled in by her gaze. 

"And we shared it, sitting right here under our tree." Her breath touched my skin and | almost gasped when 
her hand landed on my chest. The warmth from her touch sent a small charge of tingling fireworks through 
me, and my heart speed up, ready to jump out of my chest. 


"| miss you James. | miss us.. | can't live like this anymore.. l'm not.. | can't forgive you.. | don't know if | ever 


will." 
"Angel." 


"No... let me talk.. please let me just say everything that's in here." She pressed her hand to her chest. "I need 
to say it.. | need to get these feelings that are eating me alive from the inside, this pain that turned my heart 
into a bleeding black hole.. that blinded me, | was so consumed by it.. | couldn't even see that | was hurting 
everyone around me.That | hurt my kids. | hurt Jason.. | know everyone in the house is waiting for my 


decision.. and | know what decision they're all hoping for.. but.. 
She breathed in and looked back into my eyes and | swallowed, feeling my heart raising up into my throat. 


‘lam mad at you, I'm mad at you for hurting me.. and I'm mad at myself because | can't stop loving you.. I'm 
mad at myself because | missed you and | want you back.. but | can't trust you, James.. | know that in your 
mind, all this doesn't make any sense.. | can't explain it better.. | just.. you were everything to me.. you were 
my soul-mate, my love, my world.. we told each other the deepest, darkest secrets, we trusted each other.. 
we never lied to each other.. and now.. now | can't help but question our life together.. question what else you 


lied about." 
"Angel. | never." 


lm not finished yet. | just don't know how to explain it better.. explain what | feel.. explain this torture inside 


of me.. | need you to understand me.. | need you to feel what | feel." 


Angel hit the back of her head on the tree trunk and breathed in, closing her eyes. | saw a tear running down 
her cheek and bit my lip, desperately trying to hold my own tears, swallowing the lump in my throat. Green 


eyes slowly opened, pulling me in as she continued. 


| married a rocker, knowing what kind of life you live. | live it too. I've seen all those tearful scenes, | never 
wanted to become one of those women who dated or married my boys. | didn't wanted to become one of those 
women who tried to hold their men on a short leash, following them on tour, watching them, guarding ther. | 
gave you a free will, thinking that you'd make your own decision. | never wanted to sound like those women.. 
making scenes over something that | thought was nothing more that a jerking off with the help of some 
whore. | thought it was nothing.. | knew it was nothing.. | didn't want to make you lie to me.. but you did 
anyway.. and that is what hurt me the most.. | don't know why you chose to lie, but | know you, and | know 
that in your mind the truth was worse than the lie.. maybe one day you will tell me.. but not now.. | can't take 
it now.." Angel sighed, looking down and cleaning away her tears. When she looked back at me, my heart sunk, 


seeing her eyes darken 


"You married a rocker too. | have all that you have. We're equal. | have my fans following me, dreaming, 
drooling, ready to fulfill my every wish, ready to serve.. ready to be used.. | can take my pick out of 
thousands.. just like you." 


Angel's words brought vivid pictures into my mind and | felt deep pain in my chest, like someone was gripping 
my heart with sharp claws. You have no idea how many times | thought of that.. you have no idea how those 
thoughts tortured me.. how | drank myself numb to stop them.. My hands gripped at the tree bark when the 
image of Angel kissing Jason flashed in my head and | almost growled, grinding my teeth with raising anger, but 


Angel's next words eased my tension 


"I chose to be faithful, | chose to be with one man only. And it has nothing to do with that stupid stereotype, 
that it's different for women, or that women don't like sex. You know, | love it as much as you do. | made a 
conscious decision to be Jamesexual, and | stayed true to that. No matter how drunk | got, no matter how 
good some guys looked, no matter how much | just wanted to fuck someone's brains out because we were 
apart for too long, and the noises from behind the shower walls were driving my horns up through the fucking 
roof! | needed more than just a cold vibrator and sex over the phone, | needed a warm touch, but | kept it all 
inside of me, thinking of you, dreaming of you, counting the days to the moment when we could spend time 
together. And every time it got too much to bear, | jumped on a plane and flew to you. | chose you, every 


fucking time, | chose you!" 

Angel's eyes relaxed and lightened.. her hand came back to my chest and the wave of anger vanished, replaced 
by love. | grasped her hand with mine, pressing it to my lips and choking with tears. Angel lowered her 
forehead to my chest and whispered. 


"Now.. tell me.. if it was me in your place.. what would you have done?" 


"l. | would've.. | would've died." | can't even think of you with someone but me. Angel looked at me and | read it 


in her eyes, it was exactly how she felt. 


"I thought of that.. that night at Jason's place.. thoughts about our kids stopped me.. James, tell me, would you 
take me back if | asked you to?" 


"No..Yes.." | would've.. | wouldve stepped over my pride.. | would felt diminished and miserable, but | would've 


token her back. and | wouldve hated myself for it. 

"And forgave me?" Her eyes scanned my face, waiting for my answer. 

"No." Forever unforgiven. 

"And every time | went off on the tour, what would be the one thing always on your mind?” 
"If you were with someone." 

"And, if | swear that Im not. would you trust me?" 


"No.." Because | know how it goes.. | tried.. and failed. My addictions pulled me right back, all my addictions... 
booze, to feel of power.. the need to be the King.. She's right, she has all that | have, and she is stronger than 


| am.. | need to change, | need to grow up.. | need to cut all this shit from me, to be worthy of her love.. | 


need to.. 


"So where are we going from here? How can we be together without trust? Tell me.. because | don't know how 


to.. lm so lost.. l'm hurting so much.. and | can't live like this...” 


Angel eased into my arms, sobbing into my chest, and | gripped her body, feeling my tears running down my 
face. Feeling it all from her side made it all so clear and | knew what | needed to do. 


“Angel. I'm the one who ruined it all, and | need to fix this.. try to fix it.. | tried to be strong and | failed.. | 


can't do it on my own.. | need help.. so, I'm going away for some time..” 


"What are you talking about? | thought we were trying to fix this to be together." Angel pushed back, her 


worried eyes peering into mine. 
‘lm going to try and clean all this fucking shit out.. I'm going to rehab." 


"Rehab? James.. | can't let you do that, it's too big of a sacrifice.. it's like a suicide, not physical, but mental.. 
Psychiatrists work with the people there, | know how it's done, it's brutal! They will pull you apart, piece by 
piece, make you rebuild yourself, only to be pulled apart again and again, until you don't even know who you 
are! They make you question your every decision, your whole life!" My wife's hands gripped onto my shoulders, 
her eyes widened with fear. | knew how much she feared psychiatrists, her body tensed up and | slid my hands 
over her hair, pressing my lips to her head. 


"| need your trust back.. | need to fix it.. and this is the only way." 


"James, we can work on it.. together.. I'll try to trust you.. please don't." She pulled back again, her eyes full of 


pain. 


"No, you were the one who always forgave me, you were the one who waited for me all those years.. | can't 
ask you to forgive me for something | wouldn't forgive you.. | know it now, | see it clearly.. | need to clear 
myself. | owe it to you, to our kids.. to everyone.. | need to do this. | crushed and burned what was between 


us, now | need to rebuild myself, clean myself, to be reborn worthy of you." 

"James." She clung to me, pulling me close. 

"Is my decision and it's the only way | can see. | just hope you're still there when | come back.. | don't know 
how long it will take.. all | ask is for you to wait.. but, if you decide it's taking too long.. that you don't want to 


put your life on hold.. | won't blame you." | choked on the last words. 


"l'Il be here, l'll be right here, waiting for you.. | promise you that.” 


XXXXIV. Sea OF Madness. 


XXXXIV. Sea Of Madness. 


(James' POV) 


Another picture card, another answer, another day of mind games. He tries to get in, cracking the code of my 
shield, l'm trying to help him, and my subconsciousness fights back Another day of feeling mentally exhausted, 
another day of feeling exposed, and then it will be another night of crying myself to sleep with the image of 
Angel by our tree, her words giving me hope and strength. ‘I'll be here, I'll be right here, waiting for you.. | 
promise you that: My eyes trailed to the window and John lowered his hand with the card. 


"James, l'm here to help you, but only if you let me." 
"I know, I'm trying.. | just... | don't know how to help you..” 


"You need to let go of everything, everything that you left outside when you walked through these doors.. 


including her." 


| turned my head and met a penetrating brown-eyed gaze. Am | so open that he can read what l'm thinking 


about? As an answer to my silent question, John nodded. 


"You have to believe that you're doing this for yourself, not her, not for anyone else. You need to do it for 


you, and everything else will fall in place." 
"lam doing it for me." 


"No... you're doing it for her, you're doing it to get her back, it's a strong but wrong reason Let me tell you 
what I've learned about you in the last two weeks. You are a strong person, with a troubled childhood, your 


father's betrayal, you mother's betrayal." 
"She didn't." 


"I know, but in your perspective, somewhere deep down, you think she betrayed you, she died, leaving you alone 
and too young to be on your own at a very unstable age. You closed up to the world, buried all this pain deep 
inside, covered it all with this teen bravado. Built a new family, your band. Had some trouble with the 
members, then there was another loss, another layer of shielding added to your heart. Then it was all 
deepened and silenced by alcohol, to the point of being out of your mind, you found yourself in fame. Again, too 
young to bear it, too young to understand all that came with it. Money, fans.. girls, you had it all. You had 
people looking at you as if you were a God, and part of you shied away behind the alcoholic fog, while another 
part enjoyed the power. 


And in the peak of all that, when you got used to and somewhat tired of faceless women who only wanted you 
because of the fame, you found yourself subconsciously looking for someone to connect to. You found yourself 
being pulled to the girl who was your mirror image. Famous, strong, rich, followed by an army of fans, a rebel 
just like you. You felt that connection, you needed it, and when she stood up to you, that was it. She was the 
one you wanted, she was the one you surrendered to. You could have chosen a girl who would obey you every 
word, but you chose what in your mind was a prize. I'm sure that you thought that she was out of your 


league, and that made her even more desirable. 


But living with an equal isn't easy, she's not a wife, you can leave home and go have fun on the road, she 
leaves you to do the same. You're not a king in your house, well you are, but she's not your servant, but a 
queen, she loves you as an equal. Although she forgives you many things as you said, it leaves you feeling 
guilty for this need to rise above, to feel power. And when your mind is in a fog of alcohol, your ego takes it, 
takes everything that's offered. And that brings us back to the same question. James.. | know you said | can't 
talk to your wife, but.. " 


"No, absolutely out of the fucking question" 


"James, | need to talk to her. In order to help you, | need to know the person you love. She is part of you, she 
is there in your mind, all the time. It's simply too strong of a connection to ignore or try to go around. | need 

to talk to her. | need to understand her. | know what brought your seemingly strong marriage down from your 
point of view, now | need to know it from hers." 


"No. | can't let you. Its my fault and | have to be the one to fix it, you're not dragging her into this madness." 


John looked at me and | felt his eyes burrowing through me, reaching all the way to my core. No one was 
ever able to see that deep, no one but Angel, | let her in, but everyone else is an unwanted guest, an intruder. 
| held the gaze, hearing my consciousness screaming loudly in my mind. Get out, get the fuck out of me! My 
fists tightened around the armrests, body tensed up, breathing speeding up. A cold shiver blazed my spine, and 
brown eyes retreated, backing up, feeling the resistance. My breathing slowed down and my fists let go of the 
armrests. John's gaze let me go and he reclined into his chair. 


"| need her help. She's the only one you let in. She's the only one with the key. | don't want you to ask her to 
talk to me, I'll do it myself. All | need from you is a yes." 


"She hates psychiatrists." She fears them, she despises them! She's dealt with people like you and she hated 


it. no, never. | can never let you to do that to her. John looked back at me and smiled. 
"You do too, but here you are." 


lm here because l'm the guilty one, it's my sentence, not hers. I'm here because | tried and | failed, she didn't. 


And | also know it will be unbearable for her to do this. | looked back at John, shaking my head. 


"No, you're not talking to her. No way in fucking Hell.” 


(Angel's POV) 


Another short visit was over, James insisted that | only come to see him once in two weeks, and we would 
keep it short. And | knew why. On one side he didn't want for me to see him diminished, and | understood that 
completely, | would've done the same. On the other side.. he knew how | felt in a place like this. A few words 
about the kids, our friends, keep the conversation away from us, from anything painful. Not one word about 


the future, nothing about the music or bands. 

| tried very hard to smile and cover my almost panicked state with jokes, but the truth was | was feeling so 
uneasy in this building, it was bringing back long forgotten unpleasant memories of my time in psych award. | 
wanted to spend more time with James, but | was relieved to walk out and almost ran to my car, like a bat 
out of Hell. My hands nervously searched my purse for the car keys and | tried to take a deep breath to calm 
down when | heard a voice behind me. 


"Missis Hetfield" 


| turned around and saw a short man standing just a few feet away from me, his hand raised, handing me my 


keys. 
"I think these are yours, | found them by the water fountain” 


"Thank you." | took the keys from his hand and pulled out my casual smile, but it froze on my face under the 


deep gaze of his brown eyes. 
"lm John, | working with James." My body immediately tensed up and my throat went dry. 
"Nice to meet you, you can call me Angel.” 


"| saw you a few times here in the last two month, but | never had a chance to talk to you, you always leave 
so fast” The man's eyes relaxed, letting me out of his grip and | tried to get a hold of my shivers. 


"James doesn't want.. we decided to keep it short." He knows how | feel here, and talking to you makes me feel 
even more uncomfortable. As he read my thoughts, the man looked away and stepped to my car, leaning 
against the door. | felt my heart jumping in my chest and squeezed my fist around the keys. John pushed a 
piece of gravel on the pavement and spoke, keeping his eyes on the rock. 


"Can | ask you a question?" 


"Sure." | got my nerves under control and pull on my usual polite mask. 


"Why is it that every time | ask James for permission to talk to you, he say no. Well, he uses other words.” 
John smiled and his brown eyes returned to mine, sending cold shivers down my spine. My mind screamed out 
the answer. Because he's protecting me! Wait.. He want's to talk to me? What the fuck for? My palms got 


moist and | swallowed again. 
"He didn't tell me you asked to talk to me." 


‘| want to help him, | really do, and I'm sure you want to help him too. | can't ask you to talk to me, it would 
be a violation of James’ wish, but.. if you want to talk to me, to help your husband, | can't deny you your 
right. We can't talk about James and what | know about him, client privacy, so | can't disclose any of that 


information, but we can talk about you." 


"About me?" | desperately tried to hold his gaze, but my eyes couldn't bear the look of those insisting brown 
ones and | looked down. Nothing to talk about there, | don't need your help, | dealt with everything myself! l'm 


fine, it's all sorted out and forgotten 
‘It would help me to help James." 
"How would talking about me help him?" 


"He loves you, he's in love with you. | need to know the woman that holds his heart and soul to understand him 


better, so | can help him." 


| can tell you all about me in a few words. I'm stubborn, | hate lies, | hate to be tied up or pushed to do 


something | don't want to do, and | hate when someone tries to climb over the wall of my privacy." 


"That's why l'm asking you to let me through the door. I'm not here to judge you, or try to change you in any 
way. All | need is to understand you, so | can do my job and help James." Brown eyes eased their grip and 


softened. "Just one talk, you're free to leave at any time, and you're free to not answer all of my questions." 


A hot flash followed freezing fingers of fear, and the back of my shirt clung tightly to the middle of my moist 
back, knees weakening and chest tightening. One talk, just one talk.. | can do it.. | can do it to help James.. | can.. 
| swallowed again, feeling like | was about to willingly step into a trap, and my insides screamed in protest of 


the words, that slipped off my tongue. 

"Okay, you got one talk” 

"Thank you, I'll see you tomorrow at my office. | don't want you to come here. My address is on the card, how 
about around.. eight in the morning. | know you're probably not a morning person, but from ten I'm here, so." 
He pushed away from my car, handing me his card. | took it, desperately trying stop my shaking hand and 
praying that he wouldn't notice. 


"Eight is fine." No.. | don't want to! | can't! James... l'm doing it for James.. He needs my help, and would do 


anything to help him.. even this. 


(John's POV) 


| came home deep in thought about Angel, Missis Hetfield, Hell Angel. Whatever | thought of her before didn't 
connect with what | learned in our small talk. | painted this picture of a strong woman, James said it once, she 
was stronger than him. | saw her a few times coming for visits, just from a distance and | thought | got her 
character right. | saw her coming with the kids, | read undeniable protective moves, not overbearing, but proud 
of her offspring.. the way she looked at them.. | labeled it ‘a lioness with her cubs: Sure of herself, but not in 
your face superiority. Just a beautiful, confident woman, the Queen, worthy of her King. 


When James said that she hated psychiatrists, | just thought that she was one of the people with a common 
misconception of the work we do.. wrong. | thought she was the one making him do this, and that was why | 


thought it was the wrong reason.. dead wrong! 


Her reaction said it all, she didn't push him, | know it now, the way she reacted to me, she wouldn't... | caught 
her off guard, she put up her defenses very fast, too fast, but that was enough time for me to read her 
fear. She's dealt with psychiatrists before, no doubt there. And she's dealt with a bad one, one who didn't just 
fail to help, but made it worst. She never went through rehab, | know that.. she's not the type of the person 
who would seek help.. what was the reason for her to do it? | replayed out talk in my mind and the words that 
she used to describe herself... 


‘I'm stubborn, | hate lies, | hate to be tied up or pushed to do something | don't want to do, and | hate when 


someone tries to climb over the wall of my privacy: 


Tied up and pushed to do something | don't want to do.. Oh, she has a deep seeded fear.. Whoever tried to 
work with her had no right to be called a psychiatrist.. he or she misread her, tried to use the old world 
tactics, roughly breaking in, and left imprint of deep fear. Angel found her own way to cope, probably fooled 
them into believing that she was healed, just to be free, but in reality, she dealt with it on her own. And she 


did it, the way she is now.. she did it, but.. l'm missing something.. 


| turned my computer on and typed her full name into the search. Multiple choices jumped on the screen. Fan 
sites, band related publishing, events, gossip sites, news.. wait. My eyes stopped on a link: ‘Lead guitarist of Iron 
Maiden missing. | opened the link and started to read. After a few minutes | learned that she was in the hands 


of a kidnapper, ran away, was missing in the jungle, and almost died. 


Her interview for the British newspaper was short and to the point, not revealing anything personal, just 
statements. She was kidnapped by her fan, her guitar tech, drugged and taken out of the country. No bodily 
harm or rape took place. No bodily harm.. It doesn't have to be physical to cause emotional trauma.. would 
that push her to seek help? No.. this is too recent, she was already a mentally established woman. She didn't 
give in, she ran. Said a lot about her. | went back to the search, moving through the pages. Her fear is deep 


enough to be a childhood trauma.. could it be? Pushed to do something | don't want to do.. As she is now, no 


one could push her, she was a child, I'm sure of it. 


After an hour of going through multiple search results | came up with nothing. | pulled one of her fan sites 
open and found her parents' names. | started a new search with the name of her father. Nothing. | tried her 
mother's name with the same results. All! could find was that her parents divorced. Maybe she was closer to 
her father.. he left, she went out of control and was forced to go through psych sessions? Could be.. but 
there is something. something, that is barely there, something that doesn't work with that theory. 


| leaned back into my seat and pulled the image of my client's wife in my mind. | saw her three times.. what 
can | get from that, keeping in mind that all | saw was the public image. Let's start with clothes. She was 
wearing a shirt and jeans.. every time | saw her, no feminine blouses, no dresses, not even shorts and it's hot 
time of the year.. | turned back to my computer and went through the pictures threads. Yep.. shirts, tank 
tops, and jeans or leather pants, no open dresses, no ruffles, no skirts, nothing pink or girly. On the other side, 
the shirts aren't baggy or oversized.. definitely not the usual ‘| hate my body’ thing. Tight pants, but no low 
cut shirts, even the tops without the cleavage. And it's not like she has nothing to show off. Nice, almost 
perfect forms.. So why is she's hiding? Just a preference of clothes or..? 


There were a few pictures in dresses, not too revealing either.. one was made of black leather, but not 
dominatrix-like, hands locked with James’, his eyes set on her most of the time, she looks at him with the 
same devotion. Her hair done up, loosely, a few flirty locks, just a touch of make-up.. She is comfortable being 
sexy with him.. and only him. Every picture of them together is screaming love and equality. They stand on the 
same line, never one in front of the other, hands together, bodies turned slightly to each other. Even in the 
pictures where they're walking, it's not one of them pulling the other behind.. they're equal alright. 


| moved on to the family pictures, all paparazzi shots, just a few official. Both almost overprotective of their 
kids on the stolen shots. Eyes on the camera, warning in their eyes, hands on kids’ shoulders. A few pictures 
when they clearly didn't know they were being watched. Them without the masks, not posing for the camera, 
this is how they are when they're alone. One caught my attention, his hands on her waist, hers on his 
shoulders, she's laughing, he's smiling, eyes on each other. Happiness written all over their faces, true 
happiness. This was taken not that long ago.. a year maybe.. | can see their boys in the background. If | ever 
looked at this picture not knowing anything about the people, | would say it's a honeymoon shot. Years of 


marriage and they look so in love.. and that brings me to my question 
She forgave him the groupies, but couldn't forgive one lie.. why? I'm missing something.. 


| went through the show photos, again nothing revealing, no usual female rocker attire. No leather bras, no 
spandex.. not even make up. Only a few pictures in sexy clothes, out of hundreds. All taken in the nineties.. Let's 
see her first years in the band.. Earlier years its all making faces to the camera, finger up in front of her.. 
just one of the boys. She was. what.fifteen, sixteen.. Not one picture of ‘look at me, l'm a pretty girl,’ all the 
pictures were in-your-face rebel. Finger to the whole world.. purpose in your face ‘| ain't your next door sweet 
girl expressions. Teenage girls care about their looks, they all do, it's built inside.. even the tomboys have a 


few pictures where they try to look pretty or sexy.. it's in their genes... you can't deny nature. She did. 


| looked at her history page. She joined at a young age.. just like James. A few family pictures, her brother and 
mother.. no father. Again just like James, | was right, she is his mirror image. But there is something there... 
something that made her, her. 


| opened a link with her video interview and watched it, noticing every detail, listening to every word. Short 
answers on all the private life questions. Not selling her sexuality, not using her charm, no usual little woman's 
smiles and moves. Sits comfortably, not too shy, comfortable in her own skin.. yeah, she knows she's beautiful, 
but not using it.. not answering to the obvious flirting from the host, ignores the camera.. of course, she's 
used to being in the public's view, but unlike other beautiful women, she doesn't crave it, doesn't demand 
camera attention, doesn't play into it.. very passionate with answers about her music.. | turned back to the 


picture of them together and reclined in my chair. 


My thought returned to the talks with James. The way he said it the last time.. | replayed his answer, keeping 
in mind what | learned about his wife. ‘She hates psychiatrists. | remembered his tone of voice, his eyes. ‘No, 
you're not talking to her. No way in fucking Hell’ | almost jumped with realization, talking out loud to the picture 


on my screen. 


"You know! Whatever happened to her, you know it, you also know her true feelings for my profession You 


were protecting her!" | dropped down in my chair and looked at the picture again 


"There's no fixing you without knowing the reason why she walked away from this, why she can't forgive but 


still loves you. Loves you enough to agree to talk to me." 


It will be hard to do.. harder than anything | ever did before. | need to get on her good side, otherwise our talk 
will be short and pointless. | need to be careful and | need to try and help her to feel at ease. She won't be, 

she will come in with full armor, and ready. | need her to need this.. there is no climbing over the wall into her 
privacy, there is only one way in, if she lets me through the door. And she most likely wouldn't. All | can do is 
try. | need to know. | want to make it a one time deal for James, I've seen too many frequent flayers in rehab, 


the ones that failed. | need him to stay strong. 


(Angel's POV) 


| started my car, turning the AC button all the way on full blast, and finally let myself relax. Tears were 
ready to bust out of my eyes, but | held them in and quickly pulled on my sunglasses. | have to do it, for 
James. This and one other thing.. | glanced at the clock and pulled out of the parking lot of the rehab center, 
speeding up to the freeway. 


In a few minutes | reached downtown and got into the busy traffic of the narrow streets. | pushed the talk 
with James' psychiatrist out of my mind, ready for another important meeting. My eyes caught the sign of 
the small bistro on the other side of the street and | maneuvered into a tight parallel parking space. | stopped 


the engine and made sure there were no sign of tears in my eyes, looking in the back view mirror. 


Okay... here goes nothing. | crossed the street, waving thanks to a few cars that let me through and opened 


the door of the bistro. My eyes quickly pulled Jason's figure out of the crowd and | made my way to his table. 
“Thanks for agreeing to meet me." 


"Hi, what kind of friend would | be if | didn't" He smiled at me, raising from his seat. | gave him a quick hug and 
dropped into the seat across from his. 


"So, what's good here?" | pulled the menu open. 


"Nothing.. but they make a killer coffee. | knew what kind of place to pick for you" Jason smiled, but his sad 
blue eyes didn't join his lips. Fuck.. | hurt him.. | hurt him so deep. I'm a bitch. 


| ordered my coffee while we continued with the small talk about nothing important. Then Jason told me about 


his plans, his new band, and | thought to myself that nothing | would say would fix this. But | had to try.. 
"Jason. l'm sorry for what | did to you. | wasn't thinking at that moment, you were there and I." 

‘Its okay.. | understand. | just.. | don't want you to blame yourself for me leaving Metallica. It was coming to 
that before it. | already made my decision It wasn't you.." He gave me a fade smile but | didn't return it. It 
was.. you're just trying to make me feel better. 

"Then why do | feel like you're lying?" 


It wasn't what you did that night. That wasn't the reason" Not that night? But | never.. 


"Was it something that | did before? | don't remember ever having a fight with you, we were always good 
friends and |." 


"Yes, we were always good friends." He looked down, turning his cup in his hands. 

"Then what.. | don't get it.. Jason, | feel that I'm at least partially to blame for it.. | just." | stopped his hands 
with mine and he pulled them away. He's so mad at me he can't even bear my touch.. fuck, | am a bitch. | 
pulled my hand back. Jason looked up at me and spoke. 

"It was many things, many things that made me feel.. restrained" His eyes went down again. 

"But you've always had such great chemistry with James.. everyone can see it at gigs. You were a big part of 
Metallica. You can't just throw away seventeen years, maybe if you talk to James.." | leaned forward, looking at 


his face. 


"That wouldn't fix it” He looked up and | read it in his eye, he knows for sure it wouldn't. Jason stopped for a 


second, then continued. "He knows l'm not coming back, he knows all the reasons. We talked before that night. 


And | told him all of it.. almost all of it." 
"And | just added to the rupture between you two.. Jason, everything is fixable. | know how much your project 
means to you, and | know James knows it too, you can compromise.. just talk to him, when he's out, get 


together and talk" | hate to see you in misery, and | made it worst. 


"Even if we do, even if we find the way. its not likely. He feels like I'm taking away from Metallica and he would 


never stand this. No.. there is no coming back, I'm done, it's over." 
"I can talk to him, we can find a way." 


Jason looked at me and lowered his eyes, turning his cup, then let go of it, his hand smoothed invisible wrinkles 


on the tablecloth. Then he took a breath and looked back at me. 


"Angel. there is something else.. there is one other thing that | told him that night.. that put the final cut 


between us.. Even if | wanted to come back, which | don't, he wouldn't want me to." 
| rested my hands on the table, leaning forward. 


"James always thought of you as a good friend, a good bassist, at least from the time | knew him. What can 


possibly make James not want you back?" 
Jason looked at me, mirroring my pose. 


"The way | feel about you." | knew it.. I'm the reason.. they probably had a fight after | felt.. shit.. if they had 


any chance to reconcile, | ruined it.. | lowered my gaze, once more my demons hurt the people | care about. 


"I know you probably hate me for what | did, jumping you like that, using you to hurt him, but | didn't do it to 
hurt you, | wasn't thinking.." | looked back at my friend. 


"Jason, | was in pain and I'm deeply sorry. You have every right to hate me." | lowered my eyes again 
"| wish | did." His sigh-whisper made me look up. 


"Jason. what are you.." | tried to read the face in front of me, as a faint smile barely touched his lips and he 
held my gaze and spoke. 


"See, | hid it so well all those years.. | never dared to show it, or say it, or do anything about it. You chose 
him, that evening, remember that party in Barcelona, a week before you called him an asshole? | was looking 
for you to finally tell you how | feel about you, that | loved you from the first moment | saw you.. and when | 


saw you looking at him.. | knew it then, | was too late, your heart was already his." 


"Jason. | never." All those years.. and | never even had a thought.. Oh. God, he... and l.. | used him to hurt 
James.. it must've been horrible for him.. "Oh God.. Jason.. if | knew | would have never hurt you like that.. | 


didn't know.” 


"I told James all that, he knows, now you know too. And I'm sorry.. | wish it was different, | wish.. | wish for 
many things to be different. | just want you to know one thing. It's not your fault, it was time for me to get 
my life straightened out. Fill this void, follow my passion for a different music, to be free to create, to just 


feel free." 


"Jason. l.. I'm so sorry." | whispered, still in shock form what I'd just found out. He smiled at me with his sad 
smile. 


"Don't be. I'm not.. everything happened how it's supposed to. | just burned out with all of it. Now I'm free to 
be me, think of myself. Plus.. after that night.. when | saw you in that rage.. | knew that your choice was the 
right one. | would never be able to tame you, | would've just become a man behind a strong woman | could've 
never been the one for you, it would've never worked. Now, let's get off this topic. The summary is: | don't 
regret anything, everything is right, lm happy, | wish you and James get back together, and | wish a great 
future for Metallica. | will pull my life together and make the best out of it” 


(James' POV) 

My hand trailed along the waves of Angel's hair, barely touching, afraid to wake her up. Small white flowers 
from yesterday's wedding were still intertwined in her locks, and the sheets were wrapped around her, making 
her look like a Greek Goddess. | smiled, | can't believe it.. married.. we are married.. she was my wife.. | still 
can't believe it.. 

Her eyes slowly opened and a smile appeared on her lips. 


"Morning..." 


"Morning" My lips softly kissed her shoulder and her hand brushed through my hair, filling my heart with 


warmth. 
"Why are you up so early?" 


Because.. because.. something inside of me opened, and the words came out, with no guilt or fear or being 


romantic. For the first time of my life, | was not afraid to be me. 


"| don't want to miss a second of this day, the first day of the best days of my life." | whispered into her 
skin No pretend.. no shield.. just the truth.. just what | feel. 


‘Our lives." Her hands wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer. | rose above her, looking into green oceans. 
"I still can't believe it.. you're my wife." 


"James, we dated for almost a year, and | was yours then, yesterday it just became official" She smiled. And | 
continued, unable to stop my feeling, in need of tell her all.. all what | felt. 


"When | saw Bruce walking you down the aisle in that dress, you were so beautiful. so.. you looked like an 


angel.. you know | always laughed at that expression.. ‘she took my breath away’, but you really did.” 


"Hm.. not bad, considering that was the first dress | ever wore in a long time.. | think the last one was.. when | 


was ten.. my father used to buy me dresses and tell me | looked like a Princess." She smiled. 

"No.. he was wrong.. you're not a Princess.. but a Queen, my Queen" My lips slid on hers and she whispered 
‘Only if you're my King." 

| touched my forehead to hers and smiled, whispering the lyrics of the Bowie's song. 


"l, | will be King. And you, you will be Queen. Though nothing we'll drive them away. We can be us, just for one 


day." 

Angel's smile grew wider. 

"So.. my King, what are we going to do today?" 

"We're not going to get up from this bed, not today, not tomorrow, not the day after that." 

"Not even for the food?" She giggled. 

"Okay, we can get up for that, but we're not going to get dressed" | grinned. 

"So you will cook me breakfast all.. naked?" She played her eyebrows at me. 

"Um... | can make coffee.. but not sure | can make anything eatable" | wish | could.. | feel like a hero, | want to 
make you breakfast and bring it to your bed, | want to pick you up in my arms and dance around this room.. 
I'm so happy! 


"Good thing | can. We'll make a deal, you make coffee, I'll make french toast" 


"Mnnmn.. it's not enough that | married the most beautiful woman in the world, | married a woman who can 


cook, too!" 


"Don't get your hopes up.. I'm not that good at it” Angel slipped from under the covers. "Race you to the 
kitchen!" 


| reached to her, but my fingers went through empty air. "Wait!" 


My own voice woke me up and my eyes flew open, the darkness around me squeezed my heart. Rehab.. dream.. 
it was just a memory dream.. Angel.. I'm sorry.. | never meant to hurt you.. | pulled the pillow under me and 
buried my face to silence my weeping. You're wrong John.. it's the right reason. | wouldn't ever do this for me.. 


but I'd do anything for her.. anything.. 


(John's POV) 


| came to my office half an hour before our appointment. | deliberately gave Missis Hetfield the card for my 
small office in the busy hospital, conjoined with an emergency room, where | did my volunteer work. | didn't 
want to make her come into the private setting of a psychiatric clinic, | knew this place would be less hostile 


to her. | looked over the small room. Okay.. lets make this space more inviting, more open. 


| moved the chairs, making sure that we sat across from each other rather than being divided by the desk. | 
needed her to feel equal with me, not pressured. | sat down on the chair | picked for her and looked at mine. 
No, no good, the shadow from the cabinet will make me look dark.. no, | need to make sure l'm in the light, so 
she can see me clearly, that | mean no harm. It was a few more minutes of moving the furniture and trying 
both seats before | was satisfied with the results. Now it was perfect. Didn't matter what chair she picked, we 
would both be in the light, we'd both be open to each other. | looked at my watch, reading eight AM and 


almost at the same | heard a knock on my door. 
"Come in" 


Angel stepped into my office and | made a mental note. Punctual to the minute, is it a good or a bad sign? 
Wanting to help James is good, not giving me a chance to think about her unwillingness to do this is bad. | 
stood up to greet her and after the usual polite small talk was over, she sat down on the chair across from 


mine. Unconsciously, just as part of my work | read her body language. 


Legs crossed, protective pose; face open and chin slightly up, accept the challenge; purse on the chair nearby 
and one hand on her lap with the other over the purse, trying to be open, but ready to cover if needed; 
fingers lightly moving on the metal studs, nervous. Nothing in the way she dressed screamed ‘I'm a rockstar; 
and nothing was pointing to ‘just the girl next door: Confident, strong, beautiful. | need to let her know that | 
know she hates my job, that would be the opening statement, a bridge to trust since she hates lies. 


‘Let me start with an apology for my colleague who failed to help you, putting the black mark on our 


profession in your eyes." 


"Not a problem." Not one muscle on her face or body twitched, showing off weakness or a memory trail 


Shields up at full. Yep, it would be like trying to touch a wild lioness. No easy way.. no way in hell, | can't just 
break through.. 


"| also want to make it clear that | won't ask you to show me the skeletons in your closet.” Not unless you 
want me to see them. Unlikely... 


‘I'm sure you already know about them, you do work with James." 

Okay.. so you think James told me all about you, wrong. Let's set all that straight: 

"All | know from James about you is how and when you met and about the fight that brought him to rehab." 
"What do you need to know?" One raised eyebrow: surprised that | hit the right spot, not knowing that from 
James. She's not letting me in, she opened the door, but stands in the doorway. Okay, at least | got one point in 
your book. Now, soft voice, the right question and maybe.. just maybe.. 

"Only what you want to tell me." | looked into her eyes and almost immediately regretted my words. Shit. 
wrong move.. the usual tricks won't work. Angel's eyes held my gaze, slowly darkening. | needed to change my 
tactics fast or I'd hit a brick wall. 

"Let's stop this game right here, right now. You ask me what you need to know, to help James, and |'ll answer." 


A brick wall. 


"Tell me about your parents." Boring, | know, but as a rule it all starts there. She knew | would ask that and l'm 


sure she prepared an answer. 


"My mother is a wonderful person, a strong and independent woman. | can't tell you much about my father, | 
was twelve the last time | saw him." 


Yep, | knew she was James' mirror image, now let's see how similar their story is. | need to mimic her short 


answers with short questions, an easier way to establish contact. 
"Divorce?" 

"Yes" 

"He left suddenly?" 

"Yes" 


"Explained why?" 


"No." 
"Tried to contact you later?" 

ve 

"Tied to contact your brother?" 

"Yes. Next topic.” 

The father topic makes you feel uncomfortable... Sorry but | have to dig in 


"Missis Hetfield.. Angel, | know it's hard to talk about your life and | also know you're used to avoiding personal 
questions from the media, but l'm not them. If you dodge my every question with short answers, not revealing 


anything, we can stop this right now, because it would be pointless." My cards are on the table, your turn. 


Time for the truth. 


"My father never tried to contact me because l'm the stubbornest one in the family and | also was the 

closest one to him. Yes, | know | don't fit the profile of daddy's little girl, nevertheless... | was. He left us, he 
left me, never tried to explain why. He just went to work and never came back. He attempted to talk to my 
brother eight years later, and it was nothing more than a weak apology. | know as an adult that he had his 


reasons, but it took him too damn long to say he was sorry.’ 


Too late. you didn't need him anymore, you learned to live without him.. Maybe she blames her mother? Let's 


try reverse psychology and praise her mother. 


"You must have a lot of respect for you mother, raising two teenagers who are feeling hurt and betrayed, 
dealing with her own pain, it was probably hard on her. Some women pull away from their kids, going through 


that, some become overbearing.." 
| watched Angel's face with my every word. Nope, not a shade of disagreement with me.. not the mother... 


"She went into depression and couldn't deal with both of us out of control. Bruce moved out to live with his 
friends, he'd just turned seventeen, and | was sent to live with my father's brother." A light shadow went 
through her face, if | hadn't had my eyes set on reading her every move | would've never noticed it. Father's 
brother.. she didn't call him uncle.. sign of putting him in the same category as her father.. another 
disappointment? Okay, we'll come back to it later... cant show her that | picked up on that yet. 


"l'm sure all that was horrible, in a way you lost both parents...” 


"I just had to grow up faster, but it made me who | am now." Looking straight into my eyes, open, proud, 
strong but at the same time her hand tightly clenching the belt on the purse.. 


"A strong woman with a deep internal battle." | held her gaze, playing my card. Come on.. give in, please, let me 


in. 


"All battles are over and demons contained. | wouldve forgiven my father now, but he died six years ago. | love 


my mother and never blamed her for anything." 


Door slammed in my face. Shit.. | can try one last time.. One last hope. | lowered my eyes, letting her have her 


win and said in a lower tone of voice, not as a question, but as a statement. 
"But the demons never left, they're just asleep, and they come out in violent outbursts." 


She didn't answer and | looked back at her. Eyes dark as an ocean in a storm, body tense, back straight, legs 
still crossed but pulled back, almost ready for a jump. Okay.. | managed to make the lioness angry.. let's use it. 


"If l'm wrong, you can leave, but if I'm right, we'll continue this talk” 


She didn't move, didn't changed her position, she met my eyes and then lowered hers, letting me know I'd won 


this round. Oh thank God! Finally! | have to make my move, open it all, or I'll lose it. No games. 


"This is all sad and many people come from broken homes, this would make you strong, but not that strong. 
The way | see you, the way | feel talking to you.. you only opened one small shadow, and | feel like there is 
burning Hell behind it. Something that made you close up even worse than James, something so horrible you 
decided you don't want to be a girl. Something that made you choose to be just one of the boys, take their 
profession, challenge man's land. Something that even today makes you hate sexual attention" As soon as the 


last words slipped off my tongue, | knew the answer, and her reaction confirmed it. 


Angel's eyes darkened with hate, face turned as pale as the wall behind her, both hands tightly clenching the 


armrests. Only one second of letting her true feelings show before the mask was back on 


"And you need to know that to help James? | know what you're trying to tell me. He's pulled towards sexy 


women because l'm not one of them." Chin back up, eyes filled with pain 


Oh. God.. she blames herself for.. oh no, no! Its not your fault! Oh, God, if | knew | had to deal with the victim 
of sexual abuse | wouldn't start it this way.. Oh... shit.. | should've known, | should've guess it! Now | have to 
continue in the same note, | can't show her that | know. | got my feelings under control and my voice never 


betrayed my emotions. 


"Wrong. If | may say so, even in this simple shirt and jeans, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. 
You were born with sex-appeal, you may try to hide it, but its there, its just part of you, the part that l'm 
sure James felt. He's not pulled towards sexy women, he's pulled to.. | can't talk about it, it's between him and 
me. If he decides to open it up to you, it will be his choice, just as our conversation will be confidential, and 


you may choose to tell James about it." Shit! | almost blabbered it out to make her feel better! 


Now | know. | know she probably went through the usual program for abused children, she went through the 
psych ward, put there against her will, forced to do sessions.. this is where that fear come from! God.. I'm an 
idiot! This is not just a molestation case, those victims have a different psychology, they act different... this is 
something else.. 

"You really think knowing what happened to me a long time ago will help James?" Both hands on her lap, 
crossed, but eyes looking at me with doubt, almost unsure. Is she. giving in? Now slow and easy, not to show 


to be too eager, no lie.. just the truth. 


"It will help me to know why you forgave him so much and couldn't forget one lie.. Yes, it would help me help 


James." And if you let me, | would be honored to help you.. 


"And our conversation will never leave these walls?" Giving in, but not because l'm good at what | do, she's 


giving in for him. The door is slowly opening in front of me, but I'm not invited in. 
"Not one word, not even to James." 
"And you promise not to ask anymore questions?" 


Bargaining to have an open way to escape or just pulling her time, getting ready to open up? Maybe if | try to 
give her a helping hand.. 


| can speculate about the possibilities, all you have to say is yes when | get it right. If that's easier for you." | 
looked into her eyes, not pushing in, just respectfully asking permission 


"No, there is no need for that. I'll tell you. I'm not a victim of child molestation, as you're probably thinking.” 
She looked down, breathed in, and raised her eyes back at me. 


| was beaten and raped at age thirteen by my uncle." 


"l'm sorry--" Thirteen! Oh, dear God! How many times | heard words like that.. and every time | feel their pain, 


| feel so angry and | want to just.. Breathe.. you can't get emotional now.. 
"No need to be sorry, you didn’t do it. It was long time ago, it's dead and buried together with him." 
Wait.. Buried with him? 


"He's dead?" 


"Yes. | killed him." Her eyes lightened, body relaxed, she breathed in and stood up. "Now you know it all. | hope 
this will help you to help James. | need to go, the plane is waiting for me to go back to London, " 


She picked up her purse, letting me know that this was over, she did it for him, and no one else. | stood up, not 


finding the right words to hold her longer. My mind tried to comprehend what I'd just heard. Assault, anger, 
and the guilt of a taking life.. oh God.. | was right.. there is a burning Hell inside of her, but she holds it in, 
contained, never to be seen, never to be let out. She didn't just patched the holes in her psyche, she built an 


armor... full metal jacket.. Angel walked to the door and as she turned to me, | saw her gaze soften 


"I just.. | want you to know, you were right, | didn't want to be a girl after that, but | had no choice. | do 


prefer men" 

She was betrayed by her father and then the man who was supposed to help her with her loss, who was like 
a father in her eyes.. I'm surprised she didn't end up hating all men, I'm surprised she ever trusted one.. That 
is it. isn't it.. the answer. | need to know one more thing. Angel opened the door and | stepped closer. 

"I only have one question, not related to the.. It would help me to complete the picture of you.” 


"Okay, one last question" She turned to me, still holding on to the door handle. 


| know | can't stop you.. this question is very important. | need to ask it right. Trust is important to her.. she 


wouldn't love without trust.. her mind wouldn't let her.. 

"How many times did you fall in love?" | looked into her eyes and she looked back 

"One." A smile lit her face and | unconsciously mirrored it. 

She turned and walked through the waiting area, followed by the looks of males and irritated glares from 
females. She walked through ignoring it all, strong, beautiful, and confident. She doesn't need my help.. and she 


knows it. All she needs is him.. 


"Wow! Please don't tell me she's a nut case." My friend and colleague, Andrew, was standing beside me, his eyes 
trailing after Angel until her figure disappeared behind the front door. 


"Nope, she's perfectly sane and absolutely amazing," 

"Then why was she here?" 

"She was.. helping someone." 

"| hope that someone deserves the help of a woman like that." 

"He does." | smiled and returned to my office, dropping into my chair with a stupid smile still playing on my lips. 
Now | knew, | knew it all. She battled with herself and won. She pulled through, found the way... rebuilt herself, 


and | knew who helped her to restore her trust in men. | knew just what James meant to this woman. | knew 
the answer to my question. | knew what | need to do to help him. 


XXXXV. All Within My Hands. 


XXXXV. All Within My Hands. 


(James' POV) 


Another two months had passed, for the first time in my life | was working through my issues without 
numbing myself with alcohol. It was uncomfortable and mentally draining, | felt like | was on an emotional roller 
coaster, but as time went on, my subconsciousness finally gave up fighting back and | started to trust John 
Maybe a part of it all was that | wasn't afraid of Angel to see me like this. Her tour had started, and | knew 
she wouldn't be able to visit me until it was over, by that time | was planning to come out of rehab with 


spare time to recharge and get ready for our talk. 


The lack of alcohol bothered me in the beginning, but not as much as | thought it would, the lack of fandom 
was a nice charge. Just a quiet life, with no one looking at you as a God, no one expecting you to do something 
rebellious, or outrageous, or great. No need to prove anything to anyone, no need to act badass, no need for 


masks. | was just one of many people here, not better than anyone, not worse. 


Something that happened yesterday got me thinking that the day of freedom was closer than | thought. | was 
just strolling along the multiple garden trails, when a girl | saw earlier by John's office caught up with me. She 
introduced herself and started raving about how great it was for her to meet The Mighty Het. | must admit it 
was nice to hear her talking of how much she loved my music, how she felt the lyrics helped her though a lot. 
She was here trying to clean up from a cocaine addiction and | felt that we had something in common. We 


talked all evening, and then | was put to a real test. 


It started with flirty smiles, hands casually and ‘not purposely’ brushing over my arms. All of it was just the 
same old song and dance | used to enjoy, the difference this time was that | didn't, it made me feel 
uncomfortable. | pretended that | had to go, trying to retreat into my room, and she stopped her play, bluntly 
asking me if she could join me and warm up my bed. | left hearing the words she whispered to my back: "If 
you change your mind, you know where to find me, no one has to know. Anytime you want to.. just a little fun 
on the side, | have a little secret stash with some whiskey...” 


Booze and sex.. anytime | wanted, within my reach, with no stings attached, no one has to know... | thought 
about it on the way to my room, trying to figure out how it made me feel, trying to listen to my thoughts, 
and smiled. Thanks, but no thanks, as soon as | thought that, my smile grew wider and | walked into my room 
very proud of myself. Almost a year of celibacy, and six months of sobriety and | didn't find anything she said 
tempting. She was a very good looking girl, she had looked at me with that lusty look | used to enjoy, she was 
willing and she had booze. And none of it was tempting. | couldn't wait for the morning session with John. I'm 
done, it's over, | can be free. | told him the story, not revealing the name of that girl, feeling proud of myself. 
John listened to me carefully, and smiled at the end. 


"This is a great improvement! l'm proud of you, you severed your psychological dependency, but.. we're not 


done yet" 


"What do you mean? | did what | came here to do.. | cleansed all this shit, all of it, booze, easy girls.. didn't you 


hear me? None of it was tempting for me, now | can go back and--" | stumbled on Johr's penetrating gaze. 
"And? What will you tell your wife?" 


"That l.. that | don't need those thing in my life anymore." | heard myself mumbling, suddenly less sure of my 


victory. 


"And? Are you prepared to tell her the truth?" John's words sent shivers down my spine. Did he get to know 
me that well? 


"She knows the truth.. it was all those.. drunk stupid decisions." | squeezed the words out, feeling uneasy under 


a strong brown stare. 
"James... if you cover up one lie with another lie, it will never go away. It will be there between you two 
forever, it will eat at you and you'll end up back here. You can't ask her to make a decision without knowing it 


all. You will feel guilty, you will know she took you back and you lied to her. | ask you again. Are you ready to 
tell her the real truth?" 


"That is the real truth." | lowered my head, hiding my eyes. | know it John.. you're right.. | will feel guilty.. but 


| can't... 
"Are you trying to lie to me or to yourself?" 
| sighed in response and John continued in a softer voice. 


"James, you've come too far to throw it all away. You have to finish it, you have to come clean" His words 


slammed into my mind like a gavel of the judge on the sound block, pinging my verdict. 

"| can't." | pleaded, feeling my whole world spinning out of control. 

"There is no other way. She's a smart woman, she would never believe that you lied just because you got 
caught off guard or that you just got scared. She knows you better that anyone, better than me, and even | 
know that you choose to lie to cover something worse. You have to tell her the truth." 

"| can't.. John.. | just can't." | breathed out with a sigh. 

"James, | know it's your decision and | can't press you to do anything, but.. she deserve to know the truth. 


This is what | think. You can lie to her or try to avoid this topic, and it will be fine for some time, but trust 


me, it will surface eventually. You can let her believe that it was just a tempting sexual adventure with a 


woman who's a pro. As far as | know, its the worst hit on any woman's ego, to think that some woman was 


better--" 


"She would never think that! She knows what we have is not even close to anything that | ever felt with 
anyone else. Its more than sex.. what we have is.. it's just so much more! She knows that." She would never 


think that.. she knows. 


"Then why did you lie?" Brown eyes scanned my face, reaching deep inside. | closed my eyes and whispered the 


words. 


"Because.. | chose to lie, because the truth would be the end of us... right now I've lost her trust, and it's a big 
thing.. but if she knows the truth.. | will lose everything. | will lose her respect, | will lose her love." 


"Tell me. Tell me the real truth." Softer voice, softened gaze. | breathed in and surrendered to his will. 


“Angel hates guys who treat women like things.. she despises them, she thinks it's the worst thing ever, to 
treat another human like a slave.. and that.. that was.. what | did.. that was the part that was so addicting for 
me.. the part | enjoyed.. | can never tell her the truth.. | can't let her to know that l.. that I'm one of those 


men.. 
"Do you still think you'll enjoy treating some one as a thing?" 


"No... it was a long time ago, and even if we were never caught. | would've ended it myself." | would've.. sooner 


or later.. 
John looked at me and sighed. His eyes letting me out of his gaze. 


"James.. no one can predict the outcome.. all | know is that she deserves to know the truth, she needs to know 
why you lied, she needs to know it all. | know it's hard for you, | know you think it will push you apart 
indefinitely, but.. there is no restoring her trust with another lie. " 


"| know.." | breathed out. 


"Write her a letter. Its all within your hands now, and | know you will do the right thing. Write it all out, come 
clean about everything. Give her time to think it all over, let her make her decision without pressure, and.. be 


prepared to let her go. If you love her as much as you say.. let her go if she wants to." 


| held the sob that was ready to come out from the depth of my chest when | heard John's words. | know 
you're right.. | know it in my head, in my mind, but my heart screams in terror at the thought that | have to 
let her go. | can't live without her.. If | let go, I'll die.. all within my hands.. squeeze it in, crush it down.. hold it 
dear.. hold it, suffocate.. kill all within my hands.. love to death.. I'll die if | let go.. 


| looked back at John and slowly stood up on my unsteady legs, the whole world becoming bleary, clouded by 


tears as | stepped back to the door. My world spun around, melting the ground from under my feet. My 
consciousness tried to get a grip. | felt myself falling into a dark abyss, unable to prevent the unavoidable. | 
held onto the chair, feeling the wood cry under my fingers when John's voice broke through the fog. 


"James? | need to know what you decided." 


"| wouldn't be able to live with myself if she took me back not knowing the truth.." My own words floated 
somewhere around me, made a circle around the darkened room and came back to painfully dig into my chest. 


lIl die if | let go.. 


"| can read your letter to her if you want me to help you with it." Brown eyes pulled me up, offering a helping 


hand. | stepped back, shaking my head and trying to stop the pulsating pain 


"No... I'll do it myself. lIl cut my own heart out." 


(Angel's POV) 


| jumped into the tour and it helped me take my mind off many things, forcing me to push this feeling that 
was tearing me apart deep inside. It helped me cover it all with the usual mask. Nothing is wrong in my life, I'm 
happy to be here in this city, wherever the hell it is, m happy to be lost in my music.. and none of you ever 


know how much my heart bleeds behind this smile. No one has to know.. and no one knew. 


Days filled with fans, media, photographers, bus or plane rides, rehearsals and gigs. Days pinned on a thread 
and collected like bids, all lookalikes, | lived through them with the same false smile on my face.. but days were 
always followed by nights. The nights when the mask was off, when | was alone with my thoughts. 


It didn't matter now much | tried to push it all deep in, the talk with James’ therapist threw me off balance. It 
surfaced my fears and my demons eagerly came out to torture me. | desperately tried to run from all of it, 
taking sleeping pills, drinking more than usual, but it all just made it worst. Vivid nightmares robbed me of my 
sleep, making me jump in the middle of the night, reaching for the bottle, but no matter how much | drank, 
trying to slip into an alcohol fog, | couldn't get away. 


| turned in my bed and closed my eyes, repeating like a mantra. Don't think, just sleep. Close your eyes, stop 
your thoughts, and sleep. | breathed in and listened to the false silence around me. | knew my demons were 
here, they just waiting in the shadows, and | knew | didn't have to wait long till they started their game. | could 
feel their figures slowly gathering around my bed, pulling out of the dark corners of the room. Whispers 


followed one after another. 


"You're to blame, for everything.. You've ruined many lives, you took lives.. You're to blame... they all lied.. they 


all lied." 


One shadow stepped closer and whispered. 


"| said that it was never your fault.. | lied." Barry's burned lips moved, letting out the words that dug into my 


heart. His eyes full of pain gazed into mine. "I'm burning in Hell because of you." 


"Barry. I'm sorry." | breathed out and his figure shook, stepping back into the darkness, changing places with 
another shadow, Jason's blue eyes bled through the dark fog. 


"| said that | don't want you to blame yourself.. that it wasn't you.. | lied.. " His words pounded painfully in my 


temples. 
"Jason... | didn't know.. | didn't ask for it.. I'm sorry." | reached to the darkness, but he pulled away. 
Another shadow moved forward and | held my breath, recognizing the familiar and so dear to me shape. 


"You knew how painful this is, you knew and you didn't stop me.. you let me do this.. I'm suffering because of 
you." Blue eyes turned into gray steel. 


"James... | tried.. l'm sorry...” 


The air around me moved, voices shouted, bouncing off the walls and getting louder as | pulled my pillow tightly 
over my head, trying to silence them. My chest ripped with a howl of agony, hands pushing the pillow closer. 


"James... Please.. help me.. I'm sorry.. | should've never let you do this.. | should've stopped you..." 
Stop it! Stop.. please stop.. James’ image changed, his face saddened, his lips breathed out. 
"Help me.." 


"James... l'm sorry.. | should've never let you make this sacrifice. l'm sorry.. I'm sorry.. for this hell you have 
to go through.. l'm sorry." 


The words from the letter burned in my mind. ‘Now you know it all. 'm not the man you thought | am. Please 
don't call me or visit me until I'm out of this place. Once this is all over, I'm prepared to accept whatever you 
decide. | don't want you to feel guilty about your decision, | don't want you to take me back out of pity. If you 


decide to leave, I'm not going to hold you: 


My James would never say that.. he would fight for our love.. he wouldn't let go.. he would call me to his side.. 
Those are not his words.. those are... cold words of the stranger. He doesn't want me to call.. or come.. he just 


opened it all and he.. he doesn't want to see me.. he's.. he's pushing me away.. he blames me for his pain.. 


The image of James floated in front of me, his smile, his baby blue eyes.. | love you James.. please don't tell 
me I've lost you.. please don't tell me they changed you that much.. | need you to need me.. | need you to love 


me.. | need you.. Tears slowly crept over my face, soaking into the pillow and | pulled my knees to my chest, 


sobbing out loud. 
"l'm sorry.. I'm sorry.. I'm sorry." 


Barry is in Hell, because of me.. | pushed Jason into his personal Hell.. outcast because of me.. And | sent 
James into a burning inferno to clean himself for me.. 


A long forgotten trip to the Saturday mass with my mother after | came home from the hospital burned 
through my mind. The face of the nun from my uncle's church floated in my memory, twisted with anger and 


disgust. Her voice raised over the silence. 


"You! You tempted him! He was a good man and you killed him! You're the devill You were born to bring Hell 


upon men!" 


‘Its not my fault." | whispered into the empty room. My chest tightened painfully, the lump in my throat 
suffocated me, turning my breathing into desperate gasps for air. Darkness swallowed me and my demons’ 
voices turned to laughter, pulling me into the turmoil of their victory. My body fought for air as my mind 
fought against the cold fingers of guilt. It's not my fault.. IFs not my fault! 


| pulled away from the sticky fingers that were ripping into my insides and sat up on the bed, turning the 
night light on. The shadows rendered and melted away. My eyes skipped from the bottle of vodka to my purse 
and | stretched my arm, fishing out the bottle of sleeping aid pills. With shaking hands | turned it in my hands, 
swearing at the child proof top, finally opening it with a pop and spilling the contents all over the bed. 


"Fuck!" | threw the bottle and it bounced on the table, rolling to the door. | sighed, picking up one pills off the 
covers and tried to swallow it, but it got stuck in my tightened throat. | grabbed the bottle of vodka, feeling 
burning liquid pushing it trough. Its not my fault.. My exhausted mind repeated the words and | fell back into 
the bed, tightly closing my eyes. James.. | need you.. 


(James' POV) 


Month had passed since | sent the letter, and | lived through a few more sessions with John, all in a fog. | 
repeated his words, not sinking in the meaning of them, just repeating on autopilot. The days drifted by and 
this place became unbearable. | knew | asked Angel not to write me back, not to call, just wait until | was done 
here.. take her time to make her decision and that | would be prepared to accept it, what ever she decided.. lie. 
| wasn't ready, somewhere deep inside | was still hoping that she would run to me, comfort me, help me.. 


forgive me, but as the days drifted on this hope slowly faded. Not one word from her.. nothing.. 


| couldn't stand to be in rehab and despite John's will | signed out. | called Lars to pick me up and he came, 
dropping everything. On the way home we barely spoke, and entered my house in the awkward silence. | dropped 
my bag on the floor and the sound echoed in the empty hallway. 


"You. um. you want me to stay. for a while?" Lars stopped in the doorway. 
"No. thanks.. | want to be alone" | said without turning to him. | need her... here with me. 

"James... you asked me not to tell anyone that you're out." 

"Yeah. | just need some time.” 

‘Call me if you need anything." 

"| will. when Im ready." If Il ever be ready. 

"You sure you'll be okay?" 

"Yeah." | looked at my friend. His worried green eyes scanned my face. 

"Call me if you need to talk.. even in the middle of the night! 

"Thanks." 

Lars stepped back with a question in his eyes and | pushed a faded smile out of me. 

"| promise to call" 

When the door closed behind him | looked over the living room, my heart painfully pounding in my chest. Alone.. 
that's how its going to be from now on.. alone. My eyes trailed to the small table by the door full of unopened 
mail, something turned in my mind as my hands slowly sorted through the envelops. No one was here in the 
last three month to read it.. My mind slowly emerged from the fog and | almost jumped with the realization 
Angel is on the tour.. the last three month she was on the tour.. She wasn't home in the last three months. 


she.. she never got my letter! 


She doesn't know.. she never read it! The weak thought raced through my mind. | can stop it! She would never 


know.. | can stop all this.. no.. it's not right. she needs to know.. | owe her that.. no.. | can't.. | can't let her go! 


Pulsating heat gripped at my temples and | rushed to the phone, dialing the number with the shaking hands. 


After a few rings the voice of our London housekeeper answered. 
"Hetfield's residence." 
"Teresa, Its James." 


"Mister Hetfield! It's so nice to hear your voice!" 


"Teresa, | need a favor. There should be a letter from me to Angel.. it probably arrived about two weeks ago, 
can you please look if it's still there. Its very important" | felt my shirt cling to my suddenly moist back. My 
pulse pounded heavily in my head, barely letting the housekeepers words through. 

"Missis Hetfield was here two weeks ago, when she brought the kids a present from Germany, but if your 
letter arrived after that, she probably got it a week later. Mister Thron, her lawyer was here, he said Missis 
Hetfield asked him to prepare some documents for her and he was going to catch her on tour, I've sent all the 


mail that arrived after that with him. So either way, she got your letter, don't worry!" 


"Lawyer." My mouth went dry, knees gave up, and | hit the wall behind me with my back, feeling my heart 


skipping and coming to a screeching stop. 
"He said Missis Hetfield missed one signature. Is there anything else | can do for you?" 


"No... nothing else, thank you." | pushed disconnect and the phone dropped out of my weakened hand, hitting the 
the table top. 


Lawyer.. documents.. she has made her decision.. it's the end.. 


(Angel's POV) 

An annoying ringing repeated, waking me up, and | tried my best to ignore it, pushing my pillow over my ear. Go 
away.. leave me alone.. It didn't stop, resonating in my heavy head as it continued, demanding my attention until 
| finally gave up, grabbing at the plastic and growling at whoever was on the other line. 

"What?" 

"Angel, it's Lars." | sat up on the bed, feeling my heart jumping into my chest. 

"Is James okay?" 

"| don't think so.. he asked me to keep it quiet.. he didn't want anyone to know..but... l'm worried." 


"What's wrong?" 


"| brought him home a few minutes ago.. and he.. he's sounded and looked like a focking shadow.. worse than he 


was before all this focking rehab.. he said he wanted to be alone.. | tried and.. | think you should come here." 


‘I'm on my way." | jumped off the bed, pulling my clothes on in a frantic movement, trying to calm my shaking 


hands. 


The flight took what seemed to be a lifetime. | couldn't sit still, | couldn't stop my heart jumping in my chest, 
and | couldn't stop my racing thoughts. Does he need me or not? He asked Lars to keep it quiet.. he didn’t call 
me.. | wanted to be there by him, but what if he didn't want me.. no.. don't think that.. you can't think that.. he 
did call Lars.. he knew Lars would tell me.. didn't he? He could've called a cab.. he could've hidden it from 


everyone.. he didn't... he called Lars... 


Even before we landed, | saw the small figure of my friend pacing by his car, which was parked on the air 


field. | almost ran down the stairs of the jet and stopped, looking at Lars’ worried face. 
"Did he call? Does he know that l'm here?" 

"No" 

'Lars.. l.. Im not sure he wants to see me." 

"Angel, there is nothing in this world that would make James not want to see you." 
‘I'm not sure about that.. if fact.. l'm not sure about anything right now." 

"You.. you're not planning on ending this, are you?" 


"l. no.. | just.. l'm so damn scared.. you have no idea how scared | am.. | just feel like.. | don't know how to 


explain it.. my mind is so scrambled right now.." 
"Why are you afraid? | don't understand.” 


‘lm afraid that they changed him too much.. you know.. that its not my James in there.. that." | took a deep 
breath and looked back at Lars. "I feel like | had this guitar that | loved so much.. it sung perfectly, it was in 
synced with my heart.. it was a part of me, it was always with me, always here.. then, it got broken.. almost 
irreparable.. but | couldn't bare to part with it.. then someone said they could fix it.. and they did They rebuilt 
all the broken parts, replaced them, they repainted it, changed the strings and all the hardware.. and here it is.. 
back from the shop, laying in the box, looking new.. it looks like my guitar.. but when | look closer | don't see all 
those little notches, scratches and chips which made it mine... it's all gone.. and I'm afraid to play it.. afraid to 
hear it.. afraid that it doesn't remember me.. afraid that it was changed too much." 


"The only way to know is to run you fingers on the strings and hear it talk." 
"| know.. but what if it sounds all wrong?" 


"Then you'll accept the changes, tune it up.. and make it yours ones again." 


(James' POV) 


| spend all day in front of the TV, not watching, just staring at the screen News.. more news.. people with 
their own problems, with their own pain.. all oblivious to what | felt.. what | didn't feel.. deadly cold inside... an 
empty living shell made up from pieces, an unstable structure made up from playing cards, ready to fall at 
the smallest wind.. and | had to make it stand without a core.. just a shell that must go on, that will scream in 
pain, deep inside where no one can hear it.. no one can know.. | have to let her go.. | have to set her free.. and 


she doesn't need to know that it's killing me.. she can't know it.. | wouldn't let her know it.. 


When it finally got dark outside | dragged myself into the shower, trying to wash off my pain. Cold pins of the 
water streams hit my skin, trying to extinguish the burial fire inside of me. The smoke rose from the depths 
of my shell, bringing tears to my dry eyes, suffocating me. My chest pushed out the sob of a dyeing beast 
and | slid down on the wet tiles, dropping onto the floor of the shower. | will let her go.. | have to make her 
believe that I'm okay.. | have to make her believe that.. My body shook with unstoppable sobs and | covered 
my face with my hands, letting all that was building inside out. 


Naked.. broken.. beat and scarred.. an empty burned out shell.. 


Through the tears | saw the shower door slowly opening, and mirage of my Angel stepped in, her sigh 
resonating around me, and | froze, afraid to move, afraid to chase her image off and see the reality. She 
dropped on her knees in front of me and | felt her hands gliding on my face. The warmth of her skin 
scrambled my mind. Could it be.. real? No.. she's miles away.. she doesn't know that I'm home.. it's just make 


believe.. I'm going crazy and my mind makes it seem like a reality.. reality | want. 
Her green eyes gazed into mine, stopping my thoughts, her lips moved, blowing a whisper over my wet skin 


Its over.. you're home.. you're not alone. I'm here.. don't be afraid.. they didn't take anything from you, it's all 


here." Her hand touched my chest, sending an electrical charge to my heart, and it answered with a weak beat. 


"The essence of you, you haven't lost it, you just washed off all the dirt that collected over the years on the 
road. That's all that's missing, nothing else. You're who you are, and no one can ever take this away from you.. 
| know you feel exposed, lost and scared right now.. but l'm here.. l'm with you.. | won't let you fall.. you can 


brace on me, until you feel strong again.. I'll hold you.. l'm here for you.. and I'm not going anywhere.. | love 


you... 


Her words washed over me, rendering the pain, solidifying my shell and filling it with love. | breathed in, choking 
on my tears, and her hands dried them off. Her lips healed the wounds, closed all that was exposed, covering 


me in a protective veil. 


This is what | want.. not real.. 


Angels’ eyes surrounded me with love, pulled me out of darkness, and back to life, and | clung to her lips like it 
was the Holy Grail of life. My heart sped up, beating stronger, pumping blood through the dried out vessels, 
filling them with warmth. My shriveled insides came to life, expanding, hardening, and my lungs breathed in the 
new beginning. | pulled away from the kiss, gripping at her body. | could feel her wet, cold clothing, wet hair... | 


could feel it.. it was real.. she's here.. she's here! 
"Angel." 


‘lm here James.. I'm here with you." Her words lit the darkness around me, pushing the ground back under my 


feet, and | pressed her to me, kissing her face. 
It's really you.. You're here.. it's not a dream?" 
‘lm here.. I'm with you, forever." 


We just stood there on our knees under the cold streams of the shower, our shaking bodies clinging to each 
other, arms holding each other. She rocked me slightly, whispering ‘you're not alone.. it's over.. I'm here.’ until 
life returned to by body completely, until | felt alive again, until | believed that it was over.. until | whispered 
back. 


"l'm back.. l'm home.. | love you.. " 
"| love you too." 


She turned the water off and helped me up, her hands wrapping a towel over my body as she led me to the 
bedroom. | felt her wet body shivering and clinging to mine and my arms wrapped around her, afraid to let go. 
She pulled the covers on the bed back and lowered herself by my side. Her hands moved on my chest and my 
head, her lips kissed the rest of the tears away. | pulled her closer and she wrapped her arms around me. Her 
lips found mine and | drank her love, satisfying the thirst of a traveler who was lost in the desert. My heart 
expanded in my chest, beating stronger and faster. My hands tightened around her and | whispered into her 
skin 


"Angel. thank you.. thank you for taking me back.. | know that | have to tell you more.. and we need to get it 


all--" 
"Ssshhhhh... no need for words.. | read your letter..." 
"Angel, |." 


"James... You opened up to me. you didn't want me to make a decision based on another lie.. you were ready to 


let me go if | chose to.. you showed me the ultimate love, trust and respect. Now it's my turn" 


"You need to know that I'm not.. | had a little weak moment today.. you need to know that | tried.. | thought 
you were on tour and the letter was probably still at home.. | called home.. but Teresa said you already got 


it." 
"Would you have asked her to get rid of it, if it was still there?" 


"l. | don't know.. | truly don't know. That was the thought, a weak thought when | called.. and my consciousness 


screamed at me that it was wrong and | had to let you read it." 


"James... you're just a man.. a man who felt alone, who was hurting.. no one can judge you for a weak moment.. 
| had one myself.. | was so afraid coming here, | was afraid that you've changed.. | was afraid to meet a 
stranger.. and | have no idea what | would've done if you were.. not you.. if | hadn't felt your heart breaking 
inside of you.. | saw you there and.. | felt your love, your pain.. | saw my James, the one who needs me, who 
still loves me." 


"Nothing could ever change my love for you.. | tried to be strong.. but when l.. when | found out about your 
decision.. | died inside." 


"My decision? But | never." 
"Teresa said your lawyer was preparing some documents." 


"James, | never even thought of.. oh, God.. and you thought that l.. That wasn't why my lawyer was there! 
James, | told you. On the first visit to rehab | told you that my father's second wife had died, remember?" 


The long forgotten conversation floated up in my mind. "| remember something about that, she had no kids... 


and left you two all her money and a letter." 

"She felt guilty for taking our father away from us, she made me and Bruce her beneficiaries. Neither of us 
wanted that money and we decided to give it all to charity.. Mister Thron found a respectable charity and 
prepared the documents for us to sign | missed one signature and he had to catch me on the tour to finish 
ite 

| sighed and pull her closer. How could | forget? Angel's eyes gazed into mine. 

"James.. | wasn't going to give up on our love.. | couldn't..." 

‘| love you.. | missed you so much.." 

| missed you too." She met my gaze and | sighed, reading no sight of pain or fear, just two green oceans filled 


with unbound love. And | jumped in, not afraid to drown, not afraid of anything. She's here, with me.. forever.. 
that's all | ever needed.. 


Her arms pulled me closer as my lips traced over her skin, and | breathed in, burying my face into her hair. 
Her scent made me gasp, making my body tingle. The fireworks of small charges danced through me, painfully 


reminding me just how long it'd been. She answered with a light moan. 
"Oh... God.. | missed you... 


My body melted in her embrace, my hands pulled at her wet clothes, needing to feel her skin against mine. My 
lips returned to hers, our tongues playing together, sending me into the peak of bliss. Our bodies shivered and 
clung closer, hands intertwined, melting us Together. She pulled away, trying to get rid of her shirt, pulling it 
off together with her bra in a hurry to come back into my arms. | sighed, feeling the warmth of her body on 
mine, craving more as | unbuttoned her jeans and she slid them off, returning to my side. | rolled her under 
me, unable to stop the desire to be as one, submerged in one another, interlocked, and she read my mind, 


pulling me into another tender kiss. 


Our bodies found each other and splashed together, our hearts beating in unison, speeding up with increasing 

unstoppable need. Our lips whispered, repeating each other's names, while our eyes held an invisible tie between 
us. Every kiss was answered with a moan and every move was met with a craving for more. The world ceased 
to exist, vanishing, pulling away, dismissed and diminished by our love. Our breathing became gasps, inhaling and 
exhaling palpable euphoria. The ecstasy of a complete merge tingled through our veins, building up at the core, 


pushing and expanding until it finally ruptured, immersing us in overwhelming pleasure. 


We lay in each other's arms, catching our breaths with wide smiles and intertwined bodies.. together... | looked 
into my wife's eyes and read my thoughts. Nothing would break us apart, we survived the storm and now 
we're stronger that we've ever been. Two halves that were weak without each other, united as one. Together 


we're unbreakable. 


XXXXVI. Epilogue. We\'ll never stop, we\'ll never quit! 


XXXXVI. We'll never stop, we'll never quit! 


Epilogue. 


(Angel's POV) 
As soon as | returned from Kat's room to our bedroom, James greeted me with a worried face. "Is she okay?" 
| sat on the bed with a sigh. "She will be.. God | feel so bad." 


"Angel, it's not your fault that some teenage boy has your posters all over his room, at least he has good 
taste in music.. plus, | can't blame him. | want to fucking kill him, but." 


"She really liked that boy...” 


"Now | want to kill him even more, she's fourteen and he's what, two years older? I'm glad it all turned out 


that way, too early for her to have a boyfriend” 


"James Alan Hetfield! Tell me, what did you do when you were fourteen? Tell me you didn't have a crush on 


some girl and didn't try to ask her out" 

"| didn’t. | mean | did, but was turned down" 

"Aawww, poor baby! | bet she's kicking herself now" | laid down and buried my face in James’ neck 
"It was my first crush and | got over it, Kat will too" 

"| feel bad for ruining it for her” 

Not your fault, | don't get why you feeling bad’ 


"You will get it.. give it a few more years, wait till our boys grow up and find your posters in their girls’ 
rooms. Then, you'll get it.” 


‘Oh, please, they will find something like Bon Jovi in there, or someone their own age, some popstar, not me. | 


was never the pretty boy that girls liked, not even when | was young." 


"You're kidding right? You're hot!" 
"For the girls our sons age I'll be just some old fart" 
"Old fart? In four-five years? God, James, you have no idea how hot you are do you?" 


"Hot? Me? Cool, and not too ugly, maybe. Singing like a drunk sailor, but sounding okay, maybe. Playing guitar like 
a devil, definitely. I'll take that, but not hot" 


"Are you kidding me? It goes like this: You are the essence of cool. You sing like a Devil, and you play guitar like 
a God. Your smile can melt an iceberg, your blue eyes make bad girls lose their witty tongue, and your dirty 
smirk makes good girls wish they were bad. When you step out on that stage, there is no woman in the 
audience that doesn't wish for a few moments alone with you. But.. its not even that.. i's what you have 
here." | placed my hand on my husband's chest. "Your big heart, women can sense it. They know that under 


this shell of a bad boy there is a big heart of a real man, not a made up, makeup covered, make belief 


puppet.” 
"You're just saying that ‘cuz you love me." My husband murmured, hiding his wicked smile. 


"Nope, I'll say this because | love you: | can't thank God enough for you, | can't imagine my life without you. | 
wouldn't change one thing in my life from the point | met you. None of it. You are my love, my life, my soul- 


mate, my everything." 
"Same here." James pulled me closer, burying his face in my neck. "You're my Angel." 


My lips found his, the heat of his body warming up my blood and leaving it tingling with happiness. The 
tenderness of the kiss turned into passion, then to hunger. Our bodies answered the need, craving more, hands 
blindly searched skin, leaving it burning with want. Desire splashed us together, filling the room with moans and 


whispers. Each other's names flew from our lips, and fire of passion swallowed our minds, taking over our 


bodies. 


James was peacefully snoring by my side with his arm over my waist, and | carefully pulled away. | couldn't 
sleep, | couldn't stop thinking about tomorrow. | slowly stood up, throwing my robe on and grabbing my phone, 
stepping out of the bedroom and making my way in the darkness of the house to the living room. | pushed 
redial and froze, listening to it ring, it didn't take long to hear the familiar voice of my accomplice. 

"Its three-twenty in the focking morning.” 

"Sorry. | just." 


"You're shitting bricks arent you?" 


"Kind of.” 
“Angel.. you have been on stage like, a focking gazillion times! And we rehearsed it all month!" 


"Can we just use that script we were fooling James with and play Orion instead? Please.. | can't.. | never sang 


before, not like this." 


"You sound great, better than great. Me and all other guys agreed on that! You got your focking brother's 


voice, what are you worried about?" 

"Lars..." 

"Stop it. We go as planned, now stop whining about it and sleep, I'll see you tomorrow, | mean today." 
‘Okay... but if | suck I'm blaming you, since it was all your idea" 


"Deal. Now let me focking sleep." 


May 03, 2003. Universal City, CA. MTV Icon. 


Sum 4l started Bells and | was surprised at their performance, the only thing that made me cringe a little was 
the voice. It was so odd to hear the well known words with a different sound. Then Enter Sandman hit the 
audience, the screen on the left side lightening up, pulling everyone's attention. The Icon logo changed one 
square at the time, with the faces of my boys appearing in it's place. When the last square showed the tense 
face of Rob, | felt a pin in my heart and sighed. It should've been Jason.. 


There was nothing wrong with Rob, he seemed to fit great with guys, his bass style was perfect, and all 
Together he was a great guy, friendly, easy to get along with, but.. he wasn't Jason. | sighed again and stood up 
with the rest of the people when the sound of Master of Puppets flooded the venue. The screen crept up, 
letting the band of honor step forward and my sad thoughts melted away in the roar of the fans. Clapping my 
hands and smiling wide, | almost teared up with pride, watching James walk on the stage in the company of his 


brothers. 


"Obey your Masters!" My scream joined in with the rest of the people, throwing both hands in the air with 


devil horns. 


The guys made their way to their seats of honor after greeting their fans, and the history of Metallica took 


over the screens. | waited for the cameras to turn away from the band and quickly stood up, giving James a 


hug from behind and whispering into his ear. 


I'm so proud of you baby!" He turned for a quick kiss and | slid down to my seat, right behind him, when the 
camera man turned in our direction. The lights dimmed, pulling everyone's attention to the screen, and the 


history of Metallica started to unfold. The pin in my heart came back with Lars’ words. 


"| think what is so weird about it, or ironic or even sad, is Jason Newsted's model for what he wanted 
Metallica to be, is basically the Metallica that exists now. Maybe he was like a sacrificial lamb for that to 
happen" 


Jason's face took over screen and my heart sunk, bringing tears to my eyes. His words, his sad face. 
"I knew that that was my last performance with Metallica, appropriately the song was Fade to Black" 


The story about rehab followed, the story we agreed to go public with. Nothing too personal was ever to be 
revealed, that was the theme of Metallica and my band. No dirty laundry to wave around, nothing to pull the 
public view away from our music. No mug shots, no pictures of us passed out in bathrooms, no groupies 
flaunting around with their stories. We weren't the kinds of bands who wanted publicity at any cost. My 
thoughts where interrupted with the words of the host, the show continued and Avril took the stage, singing 


Fuel. 


"So weird to hear it sung by a girl" James turned to me and | stood up from my seat, stepping closer to my 
husband, smiling. 


"She's not that bad." 
"You sing it better in the shower." He smiled back and turned his attention back to the stage. 


| sat back once again and bit my lip. Okay.. we'll see what you think when it's time for my surprise. | hid a 
wicked smile and returned my eyes to the stage. While the next part of Metallica's history played on the 
screen, | felt a little wave of anxiety. What if | suck? Oh.. shit.. My hands moistened and | rubbed them on my 
legs, but they just slid on the leather. | moved them under me on the seat, trying my best to hide my 
nervous state. Oh, God, please don't let me suck.. What was | thinking when | agreed to do this! Fuck! 


Snoop Dogg with Sad But True was changed by another lesson in history of the greatest metal band. My 
tension subsided when | saw audience singing the words, rap style. Maybe it won't be so bad.. the fans love 
that song.. oh, dear God, help me..The next part of their history unveiled on the screens and then the lights 
flickered, the noise of war filled the venue, and the next band appeared on stage. Flawless notes floated around, 
a soft voice followed, and | almost gasped when Jonathan growled the next part. | looked at James, he was 
rocking his head, clearly enjoying it, Lars was air drumming to the sound. The whole band and audience was 
taken back by the amazing performance of One, my all time favorite song. When Korn was done, | stood up, 


clapping, and saw James rise as well to show his approval. 


Another part of Metallica's history started and my anxiety came back. After that awesome performance by 
Korn, | started to have even more doubts. They were great, the greatest | ever heard in the history of bands 
trying to sing cover songs from Metallica. To follow that... fuck.. | can't change it.. it's in the script.. | have to 
come out on that stage.. oh.. God.. | felt Kat's hand on my arm. 


"Mom, you'll do great, don't worry." 

"I hope so.. you know singing is not my thing." 
"Dad will love it. He still doesn't know does he?" 
"Nope, he has no idea what's coming." 


Jim Breuer took over the stage, and | couldn't even laugh at the jokes of my friend, too deep in my worry. 
Shit. I'm so nervous.. Lars turned, giving me a cheeky smile and winking at me. Oh.. crap.. | felt my legs shaking 
and pulled them under my seat. What the fuck was | thinking! Acoustic guitars.. my voice will dominate them. 
everyone will hear every note.. | never sang on the stage, ever! It's one thing to scream with Bruce, backing up 


his voice.. fuck, fuck, fuck! Okay.. breathe, the cue to get into position is coming.. no way to back out now. Dear 


God, don't let me suck.. 


(James' POV) 


The lights dimmed and | prepared to see Iron Maiden's cover of Orion, which was coming next, but instead | 
heard the soft melody of acoustic guitar. Sound flooded the venue and the light slowly highlighted two figures 
on high chairs. Wait. that's.. not.. that's.. | saw my Angel and Adrian at her side with another guitar in his 
hands. 


The melody intertwined, continued, and my wife's eyes slowly rose up from the strings and stopped on me. Her 


lips neared the mic and her clear voice brought me to my feet. 

"So close, no matter how far. Couldn't be much more from the heart. Forever trusting who we are and nothing 
else matters. Never opened myself this way, life is ours, we live it our way. All these words | don't just say, 
and nothing else matters." Her voice reached all the way to my heart, our eyes held the gaze, and my hand 


flew up to my chest as her voice got stronger. 


"Trust | seek and | find in you. Every day for us something new. Open mind for a different view, and nothing 


else matters." 
The fans joined her, the whole venue standing with their hands up in the air, moving with the music. 


"Never cared for what they do, never cared for what they know, and | know." 


| stood there connected with my Angel with the invisible tie of our love, my heart singing with her, and my 
lips moving to repeat the words. 


"So close, no matter how far. Couldn't be much more from the heart. Forever trusting who we are and nothing 


else matters. Never cared for what they do, never cared for what they know, and | know." 

The music continued to play and in the corner of my eye | saw someone moving at my side. Kat's smiled, 
putting something in my hand, and my fingers gripped at the microphone as | pulled it up to my lips. Angel 
smiled at me and | stepped forward, walking to the stage and singing the next words. 

"| never opened myself this way, life is ours, we live it our way. All these words | don't just say, and nothing 
else matters. Trust | seek and | find in you. Every day for us something new. Open mind for a different view, 
and nothing else matters. | never cared for things they say, never cared for games they play, never cared for 


what they do, never cared for what they know, and | know. Yeah!" 


Angel stood up, pushing the stand with the acoustic guitar away and revealing the guitar | proposed to her 
with under it. She smiled at me, stepping back and bursting into the solo. 


| came from behind her, lowering my mic and breathing out a whisper into her ear. 
"| love you." 

"Happy anniversary baby, | hope you remember.. what happened fifteen years ago.." 
"You called me an asshole.. and saved me.." 

"We saved each other.." 

"Happy anniversary, Angel.” 


When the solo was over, she pushed her guitar behind her back, turning to me and pulling my hand with the 


microphone up to our lips as Adrian played. 


"So close, no matter how far, couldn't be much more from the heart. Forever trusting who we are, no, nothing 


else matters." 


We just stood there, looking into each others eyes, lost in our love. The music faded away and Angel gave me a 
kiss on the cheek, stepping back under the crowd's screams. The curtain slowly went up, revealing Lars! drum 
set, and Kirk stepped out from the side of the stage, smiling, someone handed me my guitar. They all knew, 
they all planned this without me! Angel winked at me, waiting for the audience to quiet down and turned with 


the mic in her hand. 


"The band who emerged in Los Angeles between the spandex and makeup covered dominating pretty boys. The 
band who dared not to tease their hair, who dared not to sing ‘oh, baby’ in every song. The band who brought 
metal back to what it is suppose to be. Four regular guys in tee shirts, jeans, skull crushing sound, here to kill 
‘em all, and they changed metal forever. One of the greatest bands of all time. Ladies and gentlemen, I'm proud 


to present to you, Metallica!" 


My Angel smiled at me and went off the stage as riff of Hit The Lights came ripping from under my fingers. 
Lars hit the drums and Kirk joined our crazy rhythm. 


"Yeaaah!" My lungs pushed out while the music devoured me completely. Here we go! 


THE END. 


